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To His 


1HE 


Duke of Or mond. 


- My Lon, goth, 
O = Gratitude to the Memorae 


ble and Illuſtrious Patron of my 
- Infancy, Your Grace's Grandfather, 


I preſume to lay this Comedy at Your 
Feet : The Dan of it is to baniſh out 

of Converſation all Entertainment which 
does not proceed from Simplicity of Mind, 
Good- nature, Friendſhip, and Honour: 
Such a purpoſe will not, I hope, be un- 
| acceptable 


* 


Eðpiſtle Dedicatory. 
acceptable to ſo great a Lover of Mankind 
as Your Grace; and 4f-Y 
recommend it to all who 10 e ant Hout 
the Duke of ORMON D, its Reception will 


be as extenſive as the Wofld it ſelf. 


I was the irreſiſtſble Forcg of this Hu- 

manity in Your Temper that has carryd 
You through the various Succeſſes of War, 
with the peculiar, ant undiſputed Di- 
ſtinction, That You have drawn Your 
Sword without other Motive, than a paſ- 
ſionate Regard for the Glory of Nob 
Country; ſince before You entred into 
its Service, You were poſſeſs d of its 
higheſt Honours, but could not be con- 
tented with the Illuſtrious Ran /Y our 
Birth gave You, without repeating the glo- 


: 3 


rious Actions by which it was acquir d. 

gut there cannot be leſs expected from 
the Son of an Ossory, than to contemn 
Life, to adorn it, and with Munificence, 
Afability, Scorn of Gain, and Paſſion 
for Glory, to be the Honour and * 
re 


Epiſtle, Deditatory. 
ple tu the Profeſſion; of Arms: All which 
See ee Yeo Noe Eo 
has exerted with fo ſtedfaſt a Loyalty, that 
in the molt adverſe Fortune of our Mo- 

narchy, Popularity, which in Others hac 
been invidious, was a Security to the 


Crown, when lodg'd in the Houſe of 


OR Moo. 


Thus Your Grace enter d into the Bu- 
ſineſs of the World with. fo great an 
r that it ſeem d impoſſible there 
could be any thing left which might 
ſtill conduce to the Honour of Your 
Name. Burt the moſt memorable Ad- 
vantage Your Country has gain d this Cen- 

„Was obtain'd under Your Command; 
and Providence thought fir to give the 
Wealth of the Indies into His Hands, 
who only could deſpiſe it; while with 
a ſuperiour Generofity, He knows no Re- 
ward but in Opportunities of Beſtowing. 
The great Perſonage whom You ſucceed 
in Your Honours, made me feel, before 


I was ſenſible of the Benefit, that this 


glorious 


— 


Epiſtle Dedicatayy. 
lorious Bent of Mind is Hereditary-to 
You ; J hope, therefore, You. will pardon 
me that T-take the Liberty of ex eſſing my 
Veneration for his Remains, by aſſuring 
Your Grace that I am, "iowa 


7 0 #1 
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* 


My Loso, 
Your Grace's moſt obedient, 


1 and moſt devoted, 8 8 
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bumble Servant, 
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Ricayard STEELE, 


rnb 


PR E F A C E. 


HO it ought to be the Care of all Go=- 
T vernments, that * publick Repreſenta= 
ion ſhould have nothing in em but 
what is 88 to the Manners, Laws, Re- 
ligion 55 Policy of the Place or Nation in 
which they are & oe yet ir it the gene- 
ral Complaint 0 N. the more Learned and Vir= 
tous amongft Us, that the 'Engliſh Stage bas 
extremely offended in this hind: I thought | 
therefore it would be ate honeſt Ambition 10 | 
2 6 4 Comedy , which night he no improv 

Eo in 4 "CB ri in 2 ammon 
Welk, n r r N 2 

oy ah to 150. 150 e 07 =_ Pliy 3 
i 4d with "pinch Avthty 3 Life, as 
Hie brought with Him from Franer; and as + 


a much 


The Preface. 
much Humour as I could beſtom upon Him in 
England. But be uſec the Advantages of 4 
learned Edicition; a” ready Fancy, and à li- 
beral Fortune, without the Circumſpection and 
good Senſe which ſhould always attend he 
Pleaſures of a Gentleman; that is to ſay, 4 
reaſonable Creature. = 


AY 


Tus be makes falſe Love, gets drunk, aud 


'  Lills bis Man ; but in the fifth Ad awakes 


from bis Debauch, with the Compunction and 
Remorſe which is ſuitable to a Man's findin 
Himſelf in a Gaol for the Death of his Friend, 
without knowing His why. 


Tube Anguiſb He there expreſſes, and the 
mutual Sorrow between an only Child, and a 
tender Father in that Diſtreſs, are, perbaps, 
an Injury to the Rules of Comedy; but I am 
ſure they are a fuſtice to og of Morality - 
And Paſſages of ſuch a Nature being ſo frequent= 

" ty applauded on the Stage, it is biek time that we 
ſhould no longer dram Occaſions of Mirth from 
thoſe Images which the Religion of our Country 
tells us we ought to-tremble at with Horrqur. + 
| me! 7 5 os 


The Preface. 


. 
X 
- 
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But Her Moſt Excellent Majeſty bas taten 
the Stage into Her Conſrderation ; and we may 
hope, by Her gracious Influence on the Muſes, 
Mit will recover from its Apoſtacy; and that 
by being encourag d in the Intereſts of Virtue, 
twill ſtrip Vice of the gay Habit in which it 
has too long appear d, and cloath it in its na- 
| tive Dreſs of Shame, Contempt, and Diſbo- 


nour. 
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PROL ou . 


LL the commanding Powers that awe Mankin 
Are in a trembling Poet's Audience Join'd, 4 | 
Where ſuch bright Gallaxies of Beauty ſit, WM OI ; 
And at their Feet aſſembled Men of Wit : 


Our Author therefore owns his deep Deſpgir | ban 
To entertain the Learned or the Fa- _ J 
Tet hopes that both will ſo much be hir Friends, * 
To pardon what be does, for what h. intends ; MN 


He aims to make the coming Action move” | 
On the dread Laws of Friendſhip, and of Los- 
Sure then heil find but very few ſedere. 
Since there's of both ſo many Objects _ 3 L 
He offers no groſs Vices to your Sight," vi 1k ww 
Thoſe too' much Horrour raiſe for juſt Delight; vs 
And to detain th attentive knowing Ear 
Pleaſure muſt ſtill have ſomething that's ſewere; 


— 


* 


If then you find our Author treads the Stage = 
With ſt Regard to 4 reforming Age; © © u 1 


He hopes, he humbly hopes, you 'll think there's due "Y 
Mercy to * Juſtice done 2 * | 1 


_ : 
EP I- 


1 1 „ 


R too oY rous gf 322 ſoar 4 to Night 1 


Above the little Praiſe, Mirth to excite, 

=> choſe with Pity to chaſtiſe Delight. 

For Laughter's a diſtorted Paſſion, born 

* Of ſudden ſelf Efteem, and ſudden Scorn; 

Which, when tis oer, the Men in Pleaſure wiſe, 

| Both him that mov'd it, and themſelves deſpiſe, 

F While generous Pity of a Painted Moe 

Maker us our ſelves both more approve, and "Big 

F IWWhat is that Touch within, which Nature gave | 

For Man to Man, cer Fortune made a Slave? 

Sure it deſcends from that dread Power alone, | 
Who levels Thunder from his awfil Throne, 
And ſbakes both Worlds, ------ yet hears the wretche 

Groan. 


by 2 what the ; antient fo wal. ne ler hn Ao 
Vonder d and call'd, part human, part divine : 

|, "Tis that pure Joy, which guardian Angels kpow, ; | 
Ed ben timely they aſſiſt M Care below, | 


When 


0 ® 
» 


When they the good prote®, the ill oppoſe, 

hr on. 1 when ſbe beſtows,. 
Which gives her glorious Cauſe ſuch high Succeſs, 
That only on the — you ſee Diſtreſs. 
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Old Boolwit. Captain Griffin. 
Young Bookwit. Mr. Wilks. 
Lowemore. Mr. Mills. 
Frederick. Mr. Toms. 
Letine. Mr. Cibber. 

Sitcorm. Mr. Pinkeman. 


Charcoal. Mr. Bullock. 


W OMEN. 


2 % 
— Penelope, —  —_—_——_ ww DH. Mrs. Rog ers. — 
* 
* * 


Victoria. Mrs. Old 2 
Betty. Mrs. Cox. 
Lettice. | Mrs. Lucas. 
Conflables, Watch, Turn-ley, Cookmaid, — 
and | e God birets. . | 
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| ACT. J. SCENE 


hd < MON. Is 

SCENE, St, James's Fork, 
Enter Bookwit and laune 1001 

* "12110 1 $577 2 15 | 

Le. 8 have you utterly. left Oxford # | | 


Book. For ever, Sir, for ever ; my Father 
ven me leave to come to Town, aud 1 
dont] queſtion but will let my return be in my 
n you know we were talking in 
e Walk Ha Week ofthe cel, in Intrigues, 2 
faithful, yet a prati 2 We agreed therefore to 
aft Low who thou be the other's — for the pheſent 
Expedition.,—— en that's a blind, gave me the 
Superiority .. e nba ne 
Wr, She ſhall: be Ae creo ee 8 
And Iam, Sir, in» lea Sel, your den humbl ras, — 


- away, deny theres any ſuch thing as Pain, and t 


2 The Lying , Lover, or, 

Book. Begin then the Duty of an uſeful Valet, and flatter 
me egregioutly —— Has the Fellow fitted me? How is my 
* Mauncr? my Mein? Do Lmove freely 2 Have I kick d off the 

Tramme of a Gown ? Or does not the Tail on't ſeem (till 
tuckd under my Arm? where my Hat is with a pert Jirk 
forward, and little Hitch in my Gate like a Scholaſtick Beau ? 
»— This Wigg, I tear, looks like a Cap. 
Lat. No; faith, it looks like a Cap and Gown too tho at 
the fame time you look as if you ne&er had worn either — 
Book. But my Sword, —— does it hang careleſs? —— Dol 
look bold, negligent, and erect? thatis, dol look as if I cou'd 
kill a Man without being out of Humour? I horridl4miſtruſt 


my ſelf. Am ] military enough in my Air? IS 


ſeg l unde Greek. Dont I pore a little in my Vi 
A Eat b6okiſh L6ur ? . 5 Sadneſs ? ST. 
look gay enough and unthinking, I fancy. 

Lu. I proteſt you wrong your ſelf : 
drisk, and very ignorant. 

Book. Oh fie: —— I am afraid you flatter me. 

L. I dpn't, indged. —Tt be hang d if myj Tutor o d 
know either of us. But good Maſterz to what ufe do you 
deſign to put the noble Arts and Sciences he taught us, ——. 
The Condat of dur Lives; the Government 6f our Paſlions 
were his daily talk to us, good Man! 

Book. Good Man! Why III obey his Precepts, but abridge 
em. For as he us d to adviſe me, I'll contract my W 
—— as III tell you, Je. For the Paſſions} VM Wn. 
all into that one dear Paſſion, Love; and when that sthe on- 
Iy Torture of my Heart, III give that tortur d Heart quite 
| Sfoick a 
ſhorterway*than cer thy Tutor taught thee. This is the 
new Philoſopby, you Rogue ou nd” 
Li. But you wou'd not in carneft be thought wholly mlli- 
Bao. No; for as whenT walk, Fd have you know by my Mo- 
tion can dance; fo when I ſpeak I'd have you fee 1 read, — 
ver wou d otꝗqinatily neither cut Capers, nor calk'Sentences)— 
But you prate as if I came to Town to get an I, 


7 


2 


You look very 


* 


WJ, 


— 


The Ladier Friendſbip. 3 
— - No; hang Buſineſs, — Care, let it live and 
the Men; —— I] Nay near the ſolemn wor wo 
again, — I'll k Company with none but Ladies, — 
Ladies : —— Oh London / don ! Oh Woman ! Woman ! 


am come where thou liveſt, where thou ſhineſt. 


Lat. Hey day ! why were there no Women in . 
| Book. No, no; why do you think a Bedmaker's a oman? 


Lat. "= and thought ou knew it. 1 F 


Book. No, no, tis no ach thing. — As he that is not 


honeſt or brave is no Man; ſo ſhe that is not witty, or fair is 
no Woman. No, no, Jack. to come up to that bigh 
Name, and object of Deſire. — She muſt be gay and chaſt, 
ſhe muſt at once attract, and baniſh you. I dot know 
how to expreſs my ſelf. — but a Woman methinks is 4 Be- 
ing between us and Angels: —— She has ſomething in her 
that at the ſame time gives Awe and Invitation; and I ſwear 
to you | was never out ind yet,. But l always.) 
Men, as I obſerv'd they judg d of Women: Theres nothing 
fhews a Man fo much as the Objedt of hls AﬀieQions: FR Oo 
what do you ſtare at ſo confiderately? 
Lat. Faith, Sir, I am wondring at you, — how tis poſſi- 
ble you could be fo janty a Towtiſpark in a Moment, and 
have fo eaſie a Behaviour. I look methinks to you as if 
F were really your Footman enn 0A 
© Book. Why, if you're ſerious in wht you fy ——1 owe it 
wholly to the Indulgence of an e! Father, in whoſe 
Company I was always free, and unconſtrain d.— But what's 
chis to Ladies, Jack; to Ladies: ——1 was going to tell 
I had ſtady'd em. nd Saw how 66 tile why Ap — 
'em by contemplating their Frame, their inmoſt Tem 
don't ground my hopes 
your wild Fellows have of em, — Fellows that are but mere 


Bodies, — Machines, — which at beſt can but move gracefully, 


— No, Idraw my Pretencesfrom Philoſophy, from Nature, — 

Lat: You'll - usby and by a Lecture over your Miltreſp/ 
you can diffet 

Book, That 1 — indeed, and have ſo accurately obfer yd 


on Wem, that 1 cn know her _ by her Eye. as well 
a 2 as 


# 


6. 


gd of 


on the ſcandalous Tales and 9 | 


43 


* 


* 9 l _ 


— The Lying Lover, = 
as her Doctor ſhall her Health by her Pulſe. I can read 
Approbation through a Glance of Diſdain : — Can ſee when 
- the Soul is divided * a ſparkling Tear that twinkles and be- 

trays the Heart; a ſparkling Tear's the Dreſs and Livery of 
Love —— Of Love made up of Hope and Fear, of Joy and 
Grief. 

IL. But what have the Wars to do with all this > Why 
muſt you needs commence Soldier all of a ſudden ? 
Book: Were't not a taking Complement with my College 
Lace and Phraſe t accoſt a Lady —— Madam, I bring your 
Lacy a learned Heart, one newly come from the Univer- 
ſity.— an 7 you want Definitions, Axioms, and Arguments, I 
am an able Schoolman, I've read Ariſtotle twice over, 
compar d his jarring Commentators too, examin d all the ta- 
maus Peripateticks, know where the Scotiſts, and the Nogangls 
differ: This certainly muſt needs enchant a Lady. is v2 
Lat. This is too much on th'other fide, . 
Bool. The Name of Soldier, bids you better welcome : "Tis 
Valour and Feats done in the Field, 'a Man ſhou'd be rd up 
for — nor is't fo hard to atchieve — 428 

t. The Fame of it you mean 

Book Yes; and that will.ſerve. . 'Tis but * big, 
bragging with an;caſic Grace, and confidently muſtering up 
an hundred hard Names they underſtand not: Thunder out 
Villeroy, Catinat, and Boufflenrs, ſpeak of ſtrange Towns and 
Caſtles, whoſe barbarous Names, the harſher they're to the 
Ear, the rarer. and more taking. Still running over 
Lines, Trenches, Outworks, . Counterſcarps, and Forts, Cita- 
dels, Mines, Countermines, Pickeering, 4 Centinels, 


©  -Patroles, and others, without Senſe or Order, that matters 
not, the, Women are amaz d, they admire to hear you rap 


em out ſo readily; and many a one that went no farther for t, 
retailing handſomely ſome warlike Terms, paſtes for a brave 


Fellow. Don't Randgaping, but live and leatn, my Lad, — 


| Lean tell thee ten thonſand Arts, to make thee known and 


Þ valued in theſe Regions of Wit, and Gallantry, the Parks — 


mn Playhouſe 
L. Now you pes me in mind where ee, om Wha 
ve 


£ 89 — 
The Ladies "Friend(bip. 5 
have we to do here thus early —— now: tbere s no Com- 
yo — 
Ph Book Oh! Sir, I have put on ſo woch of the Soldier with 
my Red-coat, that I came here tobſcrvethe Ground I am to 
e —_ —— 
therefore came to view this pleaſant Walk. — I priv 
rambled to Town laſt November. — Here, ay as Ye 
and gaz d at high Mall, dil 1 forgot 'twas Winter, ſo many 
pretty ſhe's marched. by me. Oh ! to ſee the dear thing ings 
trip, trip along, and breath ſo ſhore, nipt with the Seaſon, 
I ſaw the very Air not without Force leave their dear Lips. 
——- Oh! they were intollerably handſome. 
Lat. You'll ce, Perhaps, ſuch to Day; — but how to 
come at em 
Bool. Ay, there's i, bow to ore at 0 e 5 
Lit. Are you generous? bs | I Uh AO; 
. Book: I think I am: no Niggatd. of þ. Abs 
Lu. You. muſt entertain them bi b. and bribeall about” em. 
They talk of Ovid, and his Art of loving, be liberal and you 
out do his Precepts, — The Art of Love, Sir, is the Art of 
giving . Be tree to Women, they'll be free to you. Not 
ev'ry open handed Fellow hits it neither. Some give by Lap 
fulls, and yet ne er oblige.” The manner, you how, of do- 
ing a thing is more than the thing it ſelf - Some drop 
a Jewel which had been refus d, if bluntly offer'd, fot 
Book. Some loſe at Play what they deigu a Preſent. 
Lu. Right the Skil is ts b generous, and em 
not to know it of your ſelf, tis done with ſo much eaſe; but 
a liberal 'Blockhead preſents his Neu wy he'd give an 


Alms 

Bool. Leavir ſuch Blockheads to theivdefery 4 in F oreune. 

—— Tell me if thou know'ſt theſe Ladies? eine 
' Lat. No, nat I, Sir; they are above an Academick Con- 

verſe many Degrees Fve ſeen ten thoufand Verſes writ 

in the der on Wenches not fit to be either of their 

Handma ids. I never ſpoke to ſuch a — — —2 


ther in my whole Life. I'm downri 
—— I muſt fall back, and glad it f 


ele ee 
I can 


* 


1 * 


ae 70s Inpelligence perhaps n..—I f te the Foot: 


Book Do you think helltal > —— : . 

. Lat. He wou d not to you perhaps. but. to. 4 B- 
ther; Foogman . Do but: liſten at the Entrance of the 
Il as. Noon, and youll have all the Ladies Characters in 
on among their Lacquies. Jou know all Fame be- 
Zins — our icks 

Book. That was a wiſe Man' s Obſervation, — - Follow 
him, and know what you can. Exit Latine. 

Euter Penelope, Victoria, Simon, ad Lettice. 
'Pene. A Walk — wou'd be too much for us, — we'll 


keep the Mall. But to our Talk I mult confeſs 
1 have Terrors when I think of marrying Lovewore : He is in- 
deed a Man of an honeſt Character, he has my good 


Opinion, but Love does not always follow nn He is 
ſo wiſe a Fellow, always ſo preciſely im the right, ſo obſer- 
ving and ſo jealous, he's blameleſs indeed, but not to 
be commended : - What good he has, has no Grace in 't; he's 
one. of thoſe who's never highly mov d, except to Anger, — 
Give me a Man that has. agreeable Fouls; rather than offen- 
five Virtues. 
 Vidor. Offenſive Virtues, Madam N | 

Pen. Yes, —— I don't. know how, 3 a ſort of 

Virtue, or Prudence, or what you ll call it, that we can but 
Juſt approve. That does not win us. Lovemore wants 
that Fire — that Con verſation- ſpitit I wou'd have They ſay 
he's learned as well as diſcreet, but Im no judge of chat: 


F I'm ſure he's no Woman's Scholar ; his Wiſdom he ſhould 


turn into Wit, and his Learning into Poetry or Humour, 
. Well, Im pot 1 much of your: Ming, like 3 ſober 

Pa U. 
Per. A ſober Paſſion. you nnd me ug ae! wheb $ 
faid an offenſive Virtue.—Pleſs me: NY w_ 
| v to 4 Fall 


Book. How much am indebted: toan Aides that favours . 
n with q Occaſign; of this ſmall Service] for tis to me an 


Pavels ellian thus to kiſs your Hand. 
pw thus * 9 


3 


* 
— 
AF 
* 


Me Lait. Friendbp. 7 | 
Nen. Th 6ecificn, bie inks, ts bi ſo bliging ging, no 


ineſs you mention worth that | Felder 
8 "Ex Iss true, Madam, F owe it a ares 


tn wheat rw, kf ig appt e J 


hack debe been tefits'd my Watt 
Pen. T has Very ſoort you ſee! 355 ba ng you St FE 


But T find you and I, Sir, have a different Seuſe; tor in Dr 
Opinion we enjoy with moſt Pleaſdre, what we attain with =* 
leaſt Merit! Merit 85 a claim, and may pretend juſtly to 
favour; when e what's confett di 15 more wn ect, 
and therefore mo 
Book. You talk Lis wal Madam, of an Happi iaeſs «be 
can; Ree ee be acquainted with, the enjoying wit *Y | 
25 have done me a very lingular 4 | 
in big ns bow my felt n chuch, qualify'd for Far. 
"Js. I rar he's u very pretty 7 Fellow, and readily. 
the thing talks. — I begin tg 975 Lovemore, Ly red to - | 
hate Trent bo be ett 1 
dam, what the condition 1 3 
mute a „that can a ee 9 
be dies fel, when ber Heart 1 inacceſſible —— —_— 
Per. 'Tis very well the Heart ay not ſo cally to be ſetz'd 5 


as the Hand. I find Pray, Sir, dont 
know. what there's in this very odd Fellow, I'm POL Angry, A 
tho” he's down lee Mad But I mult — = 


Book. But your Madam, your Get "Nip «I 


«oe Lou 1 5 Sir, I muſt ales 0 have A= 
Civility, when 1'd like to fall juſt now, for which I cou d not 
but thank you, and permit you to ſay what 700 Ee d on that 
occaſion — But your Heart, Madam! tis a u, Sir, 
you know not me. — Or if you are what indeed ve you _ 

a Gentleman —— Sure you forget your ſelf, or rather you 
talk by Memory, a Form or Cant which you. miſtake for ſome» - _ 
thing that's 2 1 . y 

Book: Ma I'very bambly beg your Pardon, If I preſs d 
000 N and too abruptly. —1 oe indeed that I broke 


through+ * 


| 12 Gentleman left dead by his Prec 


8 | be Ding Lower,.,on, 

through you; have es vx 
to I 1 Am a 5 * nnter. 

Pen. Pray Gila 57 what cap you mean? > I ne- 


Vet faw you e you me, I believe. 
Book. 1 VT int Yor W of, Madam. For 
oa ſo little ſenſible of — 


your Humility, it 
Own. Periction, Tre, © key yo your Conqueſt ; nor 


3 ger obſerv d me, "ho I hover Day and Night about — 
Lodging, haunt you from Place to Place, at Balls, in the Park, 
at Church. I gave you all the Serenades you've IE pet 


never till this Minute cou'd I find, and this Minute 

tunate one : But this 15 ay my Luck, W. when _ out 
of the Field. 

Jg. You've travail'd then, and ſeen the Wars, 81 7. 

Bool. I — Madam ——1 —— All that I know of the 
ar that Lewis the Fouttcenth martally hates me. They 
talk of French Gold. „ have I refus'd = Yet 
to be generous e en to a po. {mul | I muſt allow that Prince has 
Reaſon fot his Rancout do me, . There has not been a 
Skirmiſh, Siege, or Battel Ade ems 717 — in: 
No, nor the leaſt Advantage got o the Enem e 
Shire, tho' perhaps not alt” A Share th“! a beer * 


ſeen my Name, tho you don't know; it, ohenin the 
Per. I . read Newy, my 3 


Enter Latine . 1. 50 
Lu. What Tale's he telling now e W 
Book; You've never. 7 1 ſuppoſe, of ſuch Names as 

PFs  Keyſerwart, and Leige.s HIS. of an Engliſh 

pon a Parapet at 

Venlg. — -] was thoug ht ſo yr * ens 4. — fixſt account 

_ away. — Every Man has His Failings. —Raſþ 1 is my 

Fau t 10095 
Lat. Don t you remchiber a_certajn Place call d Oxford 

among your Towns, Sir. 

Book. Shaw, away — oh! — ok! —1 des dur our - Pardon, 
Ladies; this Fellow knows I was ſhot in my left Arm, and 
cannot bear the leaſt Touch, yet will ſtill be rſkng on me. 

E. He has a Lie, I think, in every Joint. PL e 


The Ladies Friendſbip: 9 
Peg. Do you bear any Commiſſion, Sit? 8 
Book. There's an Intimate ot mine, „nl de Who 
has often ſaid, Tow, if thou would'ſt but ſtick to any one Ap- 4 
lication, thou might'ſt be any thing —— 'Tis my Masfortune, g 
Madam,” to hs a Mind too extenſive. I began laſt Summers 
Campaign with the renowned Prince Eugene, but was forc'd 
to fly into Holl d for a Duel with that rough Captain of the 
Hufſars, Pau Diack — They talk of a Regiment tor me+—— V4 
But thoſe things — beſides it will oblige me to attend ut, 
and then I can't follow Honour wheree're ſhe's buſieſt, but muſt - | 
be confin'd to one Nation — When indeed tis rather wy 0g 
of ſerving with ſuch of our Allies as maſt-want me. 
Per. But I ſee you Soldiers never enjoy ſuch a thing as 
Re(t— You but come home in Winter to turn Wal ca 
the Ladies, tis but juſt a change of your W 
Book. 1 bad immediately a to Halabd, but r . 
Beauties at my Arrival here dilarm'd me, Madam, made me 
a Man of Peace, or raisd a Civil War within me rater. — . 7 
You took me Priſoner at firſt ſight, and to your Charts Il 
yielded up an Heart, till then u uer d. Martial 
(once beſt and deareſt to me) van {h'd before you in 
ment, and all my Thonghes grew bent to pleaſo ani · Arve 
you. ö e ee. 
Lest. \Lovewore's in the Walk, Madam, he'll be in a: f. 
Book, Rob me o th ſudden thus of all my Happineſs ! Yet i 
ere you quite forſake me, authorize my Pathon, licence my 
t Flames, and give me leave to love ſuch charming 


- 4 


* 


— . e | 

Pex. He that will love, and knows what tis to love, will 

ask no Leave of any but bimſelf- 1 [Exit Nuit. "3 
Bool. Follow em, Jaca = 


Latin. I know as much of em already as WE The Foot- ' 
man was in his talking Vein — The handiomer of the two, 
ſays he, I ſerve, and ſhe lives in the Carded. hene ig 

Book. What Garden? | | 

Lat. Covent Garden : The other les, theds too, did not 
ſtay to ask her Name, but I ſhall meet 1 again, I took . 
ticular notice of the Livery. | | - 6 


C Bool. Ne er 4 


. 
A. a2 


2 
* 


4 


\. » 
| : - 
* e 
ie rude. 
7 N - | ay 


10 


Hed. Who 


don a Man gerjoy'd to ſee you. 


The Lying way 05 
Bool. Ne er rotble thy ſelf to know which ig wich my 


n lier mickindy 3 di ue, that pietty he 1 


talk d to. 

Lu. If, with reſpect to your Worlhip's s Opinion, I miglit 
ume to be of a contrary one, 1 hould'think the other the 
ſomer now. * rl 

Bool What the dumb thing 1 the picture No, Lowe is 
the Union of Minds, and ſhe that eng —— mine muſt be very 
well able to expreſs her own. But I ſuppoſe ſome ſcolding 


Landlady has made you thus enamour'd ith Silence. But 


here are twoo /deareſt of my old Comrades, they leem — 

at at ſomething by their Action. | 
Enter Lovemore and Rredovick: 4 

Red: How! a Collation on the Water, and Mufick too? 

Love. Les, Muſick and a Collation. 

Fed. Laſt Night? * . 


1 Laſt Night too. ee 


- Hred, An handſome Treat? 214 2194” 10 nabe 

| fool Avery-noble one. | | ir N 
gave it? 

Love. That I'm yet to learn. 


_ © Book. How hap — qa theg 7 


Love. When 1 'cmbrace you thus —— no Happineſs ez can 
ual mine. \{Seluting. 


Book. I thruſt my felf intrudingly upon you ; but you U par- 


5 


Love. Where you're always welcome you never 


Bool. What were you talking of 2 
Love. of an Entertainment. 

Book. Give by ſome Lover? 
Lowe. As we ſuppoſe. 


"Book. That Circumſtance deſerves x my Curioſ iy; pray go 
on, and let me ſhare the Story. | 

Love. Some Ladies had the Fiddles laſt Night. 

Book.. Upon the Water too methought you laid? 

Love. Yes, 'twas the Water. | 

Book. Water often feeds the Flame. 


Love. Some- 


4 laſt 2 — 

; He choſe his time well — The Lady is handſome 
In moſt Mens eyes ſhe is. 

nd the Muſick « 


Book Some Banquet follow'd? 
Love.” A ſumptuous one they ſay. 
Book. And neither of you al this while know who ge th 
Treat? ha, ha: — . . 
Love. Dye laugh at it? —— 
Book. How can I chuſe to be you ds dee n fight Di- p 
vertiſement I gave my {elf - 4 
Love. Tou? - 


Love. e er Miſtreſh here er ? , TY 
Book. I ſhould be forry elſe: Ive been in Town this Month. _ 
and more, though for ſome — — — but little yet 

by Day. Tth' dark o'th' —— ei inceguite . 


make ſome Vitts. Thus had 1 fpent dur i were 
ey wy. To 
Pls. Do o whit I it on =_ 
obe nes, Ah 17 1 
Book. Nay, you muſt be ſure to take care to be in the 9 
as ſoog as they land, to ſhew up Stairs 1 beg N = 
wy Fellow ſome Directions about receiving fome ©» 
Women of Quality that ſup'with me to Night he r Huw" —— 
youre my feareſt Friends, and ſhall hear al ane 3 
Fred. 4 Love. How luckily your Rival — himſelf. 
Book. I took five Barges, and the faireſt kept for my Com- 
pang the othet ft fill d with Muſick of all ſorts, and of 
rs tte beſt; in thee firſt were Fiddles, inthe next Theorbs, 
LH nd Voie rhe 
Fates and fuch Paſtotal Ain ee i'th' third. 5 
Lond Muſick from the fourth did pierce the Air; 
Each Canſfort'vy'd by turns, 
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melee Lite a, 


Aa 3 the largeſt of em all was neatiy hung, 


Not with dull Tapiſtry, but with green Boughs, 

Curioully interlac'd to let in Air, 

And every Branch with Jeſſemius, and Orange, Poſies deckt. 

In this the Feaſt was kepft. 
Hlither with five other Ladies 1 led ber, whoſe B — 
governs my Deſtiny. Supper was ſerv d up ſtralght; I will 
not trouble you with our Bill of Fare, what Diſhes were beſt 
lik d, what Sauces moſt commended; tis enough I tell you 
this delicious Feaſt was of ix Courles, twelve Diſhes to a Courſe. 

Lit. That's indeed enough of all Conſcience. | die. 

Lowe. Oh the Torture of Jextouke Ade. But, 
haw ſeem'd the Lady to receive this Entertainment ? We — 
know that. 


Bool. Oh! that was the height on't, — 5 I warrant 


you, was quite negligent of all this matter. You know their 
Way. They mult not ſeem to like — No, I warrant it wou d 
not ſo much as ſmile to make the Fellow vain, and believe he 
had Power to move Delight in her — ha, ha. 

Loue. But how then? 

Boa. Why you muſt know my Humour grew Poetick. — 1 
pult'd off my Sword-knot, and with that bound up a Coronct 
of Ivy 3 and F lowers, with that round my Temples, and a 
Plate of richeſt Fruits in my Hand; on one Knee I preſented her 
with it as 2 Cornucopia, an offering from her humble Swain 
f all his Harveſt. — To her the Ceres of our genial Feaſt, 
and rural Mirth. She ſmil d. The Ladies clap d their Hands, 
add all our Muſick ſtruck ſympathetick Rapture at my Happi- 
neſs ; while gentle Winds, the River, Air, and Shore d 


the Harmony in Notes more ſoft than they receiv d it. Me- 


. 


5 


z 
2 
* 


* 


N 1 
* 
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thought all Nature ſeem d to die for Love like me. To all 
my Heart and every, Pulſe beat time. Oh the Pleaſures. of 
ſucceſsful Love l ha, Louemore / ba ! What baſt thou got a 

ood Office lately. Von re afraid I ſhou'd make ſome Requeſt. 
Prices ben t ſo ſhy, I have noching to ask but of my Miltrels ; | 


* what's tlie matter? 


Love. 1 only attend, Sir, I only attend 
950 Then Fil go on. As ſoon as we had ſuppd dern. 
wor 


_ "* 


; The 1 — 


13 
play'd, Squibbs of all ſorts were darted the 
vs wh e ſpreading Fires made a new Day. A flaming 
Deluge ſeem d - fall | from Heaven, and with ſuch Vio- 
lence — the Waves, yau would have thought the fiery 
Element had left his Sphere, to ruine his moiſt Euemy. Their 
Conteſt done, we landed; dane d till Day, which haſty Sl 
diſturb d us with too ſoon. Had he ta en our Advice, or 
fear d my he on in Theti's Lap have ſlept as og 
as at Alewend's Labour But ſteering not as we 
wou d have preſcrib d. — ut a Period to our — 52 Mirth. 


Love. Truſt me, you tell us Wonders, and with a Grace 
—— as the Feaſt it (elf, n all-out Summer's ee 


t ** Book My Miſtreſs took me oth ſudden — I had not = 
Day's Warning, 
| The Treat was coſtly tho', and iy order d. 


Book. I was forc'd to take u wich this Trifle He chav... * 4 


wants time can't do as he wou'd. 
Love. Farewel, we ſhall meet again-at more Leiſure. 


Love. Oh Jealoufie ! Thou Rack, Jealouſjie!  - 

Fred. What Reaſon have you to feel it; the Circumſtances. | 
of the Feaſt, nothin 

Love. In Time and Place Place they do; the reſt is nothing, 

Lat. May I ſpeak now, Sir, without Offence. 

Book. Tis in your Choice now to ſpeak or not, but dere, 
Company you'll ſpoil all. 

Lat. Do you walk abroad and talk in your Sleep? or do 
vou uſe to tell your Dreams for current Truth ? - 

Book. Dull Brain ! 

Le. Why y you beat out mine, with your, Battels, your Fire- 
works, — uhck; and your Feaſts. You've found an en- 
cellent way to go to the Wars, and yet keep 

Then you your Miſtreſſes at the chea 
knew: Why d'ye make n * 
Weeks? | 


[ Exit Fred. ard Love. » «© 


rate that cer I 
here theſe ſix 


_ . 


Book, Number me among your Creatures, . 


out of Danger — 


4 -Y I 
* . 


* 


43 


A 4 
== 


| | s 4 * 335 F 
mm Hin Dov, or, 
Boat. My Paſſion hav the more Growth, and I the better 
', Grotnd to make Love.” © 00 * 
Lat. You'd make one believe ſine things, that wou d but 
«iv? iC 51 1190 N 


-n you out — Pr. * „ 0 * * 
4 Biol. Some Acquaintance I have got however ; this is ma- 
king Love, Scholar, and at the beſt rate too. 
0 1. Toſpeak Truth, i'm hardly come to my ſelf yet, your 
I great Supper lies on my Stomach ſtill. I defie Powtack to haue 
prepar d a bettero th ſudden, Your inchanted Caſtles, where 
Krangers Wunck ſtrange Tables ſtrangely furniſh'd with ſtrange 
| | Cares, were but ſixpenny Ordinaries to the fitth Barge; you 
wefe an excellent Man to write Romances, for having Feaſts 
aud Battels at Command, your Qui ot in a Trice wou d over- 
+. run the World, reyelling and skirmiſhing coſt you nothing; 
chen you vary your Scene with fo much caſe, and ſhip from 
© + Court to Camp with ſuch Facility— © 009: et 
Book. I love thus to outvie a News-monger;. and as ſoon as 
I perceive a Fellow thinks his Story will ſurprize I choke 
him with a Stranger, and ſtop bis Mouth with an ex tempore 
Wonder: Didſt thou but know what Pleaſure tis to cram 
their d News down their Throats again! ——— 
LI. Tis fine, but may dangerous Sport, and may 
involve us in a Peck of Troubles: Prithee, Tow, conſider that 
I am of Quality to be kick d or cain d by this L 
Boot. Huſh, huſh, call it not Lying, as for my waging War 
ni is bat juſt ! ſnatN and ſteal from Fortune that Fame which 
e denies me Opportunity to deſerve —— My Father has 
_ * cramp'd me in a College, while all the World has been in 
Action. Then as to my lying to my Miſtreſs, tis but what all 
the Lovers upon Earth do. Call it not then by that courſe 
Nane a Lie. Tis Wit, tis Fable, Allegory, Fiction, Hyper- 
bobe, or be it what you tall it . — The World's made up 
alnoſt of nothing elſe. What are all the grave Faces you meet 
in publick ? — Mere filent Lies, dark ſolemn Fronts, by Which 
* they wou'd dilguiſe vain empty ſilly Noddles. —- But after all, to 
be ſerious, ſince ] am refolv'd honeſtly to love, I don't care how 
A artfully I obtain the Woman J pitch upon. — Beſides, did you 
33 : ever 


= 
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" The Lan Buse: 7 
ever know any of them ackno they lov'd as foon as they 
ov No, they let a Man dwe rr 

uiſh to receive into their Arms — They're no fair 
Enemy — Therefore tis but juſt that 
| e wſc ail Arti the Fair to nndermine, 
an, with Gall entry to hide Dass. q [Exeunt, 
7 07 Mas ans. 
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58 ACT u. 50 E N E 3 Fg 
— Phirlope, add Lettce. * ** 


O. Book, Iſtreſs Pexelope, I have yout Father's Leave to 
Mime: _ Madam, alot 00 a0 this 
Morning; nay, to talk to you of Marriage. 1 
Per. To talk to me of Marriage, Sir 2 
0. Bool. Yes, Madam, in behalt of my-Son Ibs Boats. 
Pen. Nay, there may perhaps be ſomething ſaid to that. \ 


e. 

0. Book. 1 Gent for him from Oxford with that D , he 
_—_—— but Yeſterday z- and if a Father can 2 
brings from a College the Mein and Air of à Coutt 


T 
love my Son entirely, 


ee — 


* 


and ho ;Madamn, Jon abe my Thoughts 
as to you, to be no want o Relpect to you. 

Pen, Twere want of Senſe, Sir, to do that. 

O: Book, If I can remember my stile to my Miſtreſs of Id. 
I'l eaſe Tow's way, aud raiſe her Fxpectation of- my Son. | 
Madam, had I my Hat, my Feather, Pantaloons, and einn 
on, as when I woo'd your humble Servant's Mother, I Wound 
deliver you his Errand. I married her juſt ſuch à vn 
thing as you; her Complexion Wr bat yok * 1 
deed with all your Nn 1 = 

Pen. Oh I Sir! : 1 " 

O. Book. Her Neck and Boſom wet hs Often Pillows, 7 
her Shape was not of that nice ſort; ſome Joung Women fol-- * 3 
fer in A their Mother' s making, 7 pare * 1 _— 
| Lacing;, "uo 


7 
fe 
by. 


Gy 


45 of 


around you, and appear only to thg ſecond 


Lacing, and 2 But! twas the Work of Name, 
free, unconſtrain'd, — nd hut her Charas ud 
not all that Emanation which yours have | 0 wal 
Pen. Oh fie! fie 
O. Book. Not thoſe thouſand end Graces, that oft Ar- 
my of Loves and Zephirs, Millions of airy Beings that attend 
ight of Lo- 
eers, 


Per. _- fie? Pray, good Sir, yo all leave — for your 
Son to 
0. Beal. 1 did not think 1 had ſuch a l 
I ſind the Women are now certainly Da pom of the Women 
before em. — + Flattery ſtill does i 18 My only Son, 
and I extremely deſire to have him ated, =_ own think 
him of much Merit. ; 
Pex, tie would derogate from his Birth were he not much 


Aſide. 


2 a Gentleman. But to Weiwei Man 2 . Charatter of a 


Pretender at firſt ſight 
O., Book, Ell walk him 9 and by * your Window, where 
vour own Eyes (ball ju a. l think there's nothing above 
his Pretences but your ſelf ; but when one of ſo many excellent 
Qualities beltows her ſelf it muſt be Condeſcenſion. — You ſhall 
not anſ{yer Farewel, Daughter: We ar but too a 


© qto belieye what we wiſh : [E O. 


5. Tis as you ſaid, Lettice, Old Bookwit came to propoſe 
Son. 


Lettice. lover heard the old Gentleman talk of it laſt Night.— 


But, Madam, you bant heard the Song that was made on 
vou. — Oh! tis mighty pretty. The Gentleman is dying 


for you, he fays it, pure pure Verſes. 


Pen. Whoever writ em, he's not the firſt Poet I hve made. 
They may talk, and ſay Nature makes a Poet, but I ſay Love 
makes a Poet. Don't you ſee elder Brothers, who are b 1" 
ture born above 2 {ball ou Love, and write V 

nay, and pretty ones, conſider ing * can — to 
Settlements: But fers lee, 80 


To 


Tube Ladies Friendſbip. 17 
| To Celia's Spinct. 


Reading, Hou ſoft Machine that do'ft her Hand obey, 
4 — 10 ; my Grief in — 3 
oor 


To ſhun my Moan to thee ſhe'll fly, 
To her Touch be ſure reply, 
And, if ſbe removes it, die. 

The Device is juſt and truly poetical. 

Know thy Bliſec -— Ay, ay, there I come in. 

Know thy Bliſs, with Rapture N 

Tremble oer all thy numerons ; 
al in melting Sounds my Tears, 
ah my Joys, my Hopes, my Fears. : 
| Which all depend upon me. 

Thus force her when 

By her own hand, li 


me ſhe'd fly, 
me, to dye. 
Well, certainly nothing touches the Heart of Woman ſo much 
as Poetry. I ſuppoſe the Maſter is in the next Room, tis his 
Hour, deſire him to walk in. Iwill make ones Ears tingle, a 
Song o'one's * he ain a a 
f is perform'd to 4 Spinet. 

Well, doſt think, Lettice, my grave er writ this fine 
thing ſay ſt thou? | 

Lett. No, Madam, ——no body writes Songs on thoſe 
they are ſure of. 

en. Sure of me, che Inſolent! 
Lett. Nay, I know no more but that he ſaid he'd turn me 
away as ſoon as he bad married you. 

Pen. 'Tis like enough. That's the common Practice of 
your jealous headed Fellows. Well, I have a good mind 
to dreſs my ſelf anew, put on my beſt Looks, and ſend for 
him to diſmiſs him. I know he loves me. 8 

Lett. I never knew him ſhew it but by his Jealouſic. 

Pex. As you ſay, a jealous Fellow Love? —— tis all Miſ- 
take, tis only for himſelf he has Ds nor cares what 


the 


—— 


18 The Lite ”— *. 
the Object of bis Wiſhes ſuffers ſo be himſelf has Satisfa- 
Gion. —— No, he has a — an Hunger for me. 

Leit. An Hunger for you! oteſt, Madam, if you'd 
let me be his Cook, and make ao, ready, "poiſon hir. 
But I'm glad Simon diſobcy 'd you, and told the Gentleman $ 
Servant who you were, and your Lodging - 

Pen. Did the Rogue do ſo? —— Call bim bither. 

Lett. Simon, why Simon. 

Enter Simon. 

Pen. Sirrah, I find I muſt at laſt turn you off, you Aae 
Fellow; don't ſtand ſtaring and dodging with your Feet, and 
_ out your Livery Hat with ſqueczing for an Exculc, 
but anſwer me, and that preſently. | 

Sim. I will, Madam, as ſoon as you ask me a Queſtion. 

Per. Not afore then, Mr. Pert: Don't you know yoo told 
the Gentleman's Footman in the Park who I was, againſt my 
conſtant Order, when I walk early. Come, Sirrah, tell all 
that paſs d between you. 

Sim. Why, Madam, the Gentleman's Gentleman came 
up to me very civilly, and ſaid his Maſter was in Diſcourſe 
with my Lady he ſuppos d.— Then he fell into talk about 
Vails, ae Profits in a Service: At laſt, after a deal of ci- 
vil Diſcourſe between us 

Pen. Come, without this Preamble, — what he ask'd you, 
Impertinence, tell that, do = 

Sim. He ask'd about you, and Madam Fidoriz. 
faid, the handſomeſt of the two is my Lady. 

Per. Speak on boldly, Sion, I'm never angry at a Servant 
that ſpeaks truth. 

Sim. He told me he fhou'd be very proud of m ny Acquain- 
tance: Indeed, Madam, the Man was very well ſpoken, and 
thewed a great deal of Reſpect for me, on your Ladyſhip's 
Account. He is a mighty well ſpoken Man, and ſaid, he 
found I was a ſmart Gentleman Said he'd come again. 

Pen. Go, you have done your Buſtncſs — Go down. [ Exit. 

Lett. Wall, after all, Madam, I did not think that Gentle- 
man diſpleas d you. 

Pen. Had but young Bookwit his Mein and Converſation, ho- 
ealily would he exclude Lovemore. Euter 
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Euer Sertant. | 

Mr. Loved is coming up, Madam. 

Pen. He has not heard ſure of this new Propoſal. 

Leit. Ty: poſſible he may, and come to rant, or upbraid 
your Ladyſhip; 1 wonder:you endure him on theſe Occaſions. 

Per. I'll rack his very Heart-{trings. He (hall know all that 
Man cer ſuffer d for his native Miſtreſs, Woman. 1 

Lett. His Father, Madam, i has been ſo long coming out 
of Suffolk. There are range Tricks in the World,. but 
tis not my place to ſpeak - 

Pen. However |:i> father may come at laſt, 1 will not whol- 
ly loſe him, as bad as he is he's better than no Husband at al 
Stay in the Room, III talk to you as if he were not nn 

Enter Lovemore. 

Lov. Ah! Penelope! inconſtant! fickle Penelope / | 

Per. But, WLettice, you don't tell me what the Gentleman 
ſaid; now theres no Body here you may ſpeak 

Lov. Now there's no Body here ! —— Then I am © 
Thing, arr Utenſil. I am no body, —I have no Eflence 
that I am ſenlible of I think twill be ſo ſoon, — This i 1 
grate, this perjur'd ! 

8 Tell me, I ſay — How the Match happened to break 
oft 2 

Lov, This is downright Abuſe: | What! don't you ſee me, 
Madam? W 

Lett. He had the Folly, upon FR — commonly civil to 
him, to talk of directing her Affairs before his time: In 
the ſirſt place he thought it but neceſlary her Maid, her taith- 
tul Servanc Mrs. Betty ſhou d be remov d. 

Lov. Her faithful — Mrs. Betty, — Her Petrayer, her 
Whiſperer Mrs. Lettice.— Madam, von you but hear me. — 


1 wilt bel heard — 
Pen. Prithee ſtep, Leit ice, and lee what Noi: is chat with- 


Out. Ar ec , LL STC 4 
Lov. The Noite is here, Pas a3 z tis I that make Shae 
you call Noite. —— Tis that claim aloud my right, and 


ſpeak to al the World the Wrongs T' (utter. 


Pen. Cooling tierbshwell fiep'd-——— a good Anodine 
D 2 | ac 


/ 
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at Night, made of the Juice of Hellebore, with very thin 
Diet, may be of uſe in theſe Caſes. (Both looking at him a; 
FRY 1 | | as F] 
Lov. Caſes ! —— What Caſes ? 1 ſhall doviviaht — | 
with this damn d Uſage. Am J a Jeſt? K* 
Lett. A Jeſt ! — no Faith, this is far from a merry Mad- 
nels. Ha! ba! ha! „ 2% 
Low Hark e, Lettice —— I'll downright box you 
Hold your Tongue, Gipſy -—— 
Lett. Dear Madam, ſave me. — Go you to him 
wire Let him take you. ——-Bleſs me — how he ſtares, — 
er. 5 


; mow. 1 — [Running round each other. 


Lov. Very fine. — No, Madam, your Gallant, your Spark laſt 
Night ;- your fine Dancer, Entertainer ſhall take you—He that 
was your Swain, and you, [-warraut, a fantaſtick Nymph ot 
the Flood, ar Foreſt; ha] ba! ha ! to be out all Night with 
ayoung Fellow. —— Oh! that makes you change your Coun- 
tenance, do's it ſo? ——-Fine Lady, —— You wonder how 
I came to know, — why chuſe a diſcreeter the next time — 
be told me all himſelf. — Swoon, — die for Shame at heat- 
ing of theſe Words — do | 
Per. I am indeed:downright aſham'd for him that ſpeaks 
em; whence this Inſolence, if not from utter Diſtraction, un- 
der this Roof ? . . 

Love. Oh4 the Ingrate ! — Have not I, Madam, two long 
Years, two Ages, with humbleſt Reſignation depended on your 
Smile; aud ſhall I ſuffer one of Yeſterday's — ta treat you, 
to dance all Night with you. 

Per. Speak ſoftly —— my Father's coming down. 

Lov. Thy Father's coming down! faithleſs ! Thou haft 
no Father. But to croſs. me by Night upon the Water 

Pen. Well, by Night upon the Water! — What then? 

Lov. Yes, all Night. | 

Pen. What of that? 

£90. Without bluſhing when youchear of't. 

Lex. Bluſh.for what ! —— What do you drive at? 

5488+. - | | Lov. Can 
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Lo. Can you then ask what 'tis I mean, thou Re- 
veller, thou Rambler, a Lady, with your Midr 
night Frolicks: But what do l to? — I know not how 
with bended Knees to call you Ceres, — make you an Offering 
of Summers Fruits, and Deihe your Vanity. — Thou art no 
Goddefs,' thou'rt a very Woman, with all the Guile, —- 
your Barges ! your Treats! your Ficeworks ! 

Per. What means the Infolent! — You inſufferable. 

Lov. Oh Penelope ! that Look, that dildainful Look has 
pierc d my Soul, and ebb'd my Rage to Penitence and Sorrow. 
ion my Fault, — I'm too ralh —— 

Per. Th imaginary Enemies you raiſe are but mere Forms 
of your ſickly Brain z—ſo I think, and ſcorn em. A difhdent, 
an humerous, and ungenerous Man, who without Grounds 
calls me inconſtant, ſhall ſurely find me fo : She will be very 
happy that takes a conſtant Man with twenty thouſand Hu- 
mours. | 

Lov. Is it a Fault my Life's bound up in thee, 

That all my Powers change with thy Looks, 
That my Eyes glote on thee when thou'rt preſent, 
_ ake and roll for ——— thou'rt abſent * : 

Pen. A little ill e, Lice, improves a Lover z 
never heard him eats ſo well in my Lite before. 122 

Lov. Of you I am not j | 
Tis my own Indeſert that gives me Fears, 

And Tendernels forms Dangers where they're not; 

doubt and envy all things that approach thee : 

Not a fond Mother of a long wiſh d for only Chiid beholds 
with ſuch kind Terrours-her Infant Offspring as I do her 1 love. 
She thinks it's Food, if ſhe's not by, unwholſome; and all the 
ambient Air made up of Fevers and of Quartan Agues : Ex- 
cept ſheſhrouds it in her Arms. — Such is my unpitied anxious 
Care for you, and can I fee another —- 

Pen. What other? 

Tv. Nay, if you make a Secret of your meeting; — there s 

MT pect int. Another? —— Young Bookwit is ano» + 

Pex. I never ſaw his Face. Young Bookwit VP 
Des L What!!! 


— 


22 —— n. 
. Lov. What! — ſalicited a Glance, avidh'Bympho- 
nies of charming Note, ny ſumptuous Dithcs! — Nat 
- when the flying Meteors. from the Earth made a new - 
Not 1ce him Oh ! that was hard, grep 
That was unkind, not one Look for all this Gallagtry 
But Love is blind, — Lou can be all; Nighe with the:$og; al 
Day with the t Athen. and never (ce either. — His Father was 
bere this Morning; ſcck not to excuſe, — | find your Arts, 
and ſee their Aim too—— Go, go, — — — For- 
get your Lover as he no muſt you. [Going 

Pen. Hear but three words. II e 

Lo. What (hall they be? 8 wt 

Pen. Prithee hear me. ef t won 

Lov. No, no, your Father's: coming down. or nne! 

Pen, He is not coming, nor can he overhear us. There's 
Fime and Privacy enough to diſabuſe you. 

Lov. I'll hear nothing unleſs you will be married, unless 
you give me as a preſent Earneſt of * ſelf ther billes, and 
your Word for ever.. 1 
Pen. To give way to my Satisfaction Cy be Friends 
again, — you wou d, Mr. Lovemore, have three Kills —— 

Lov. Three Kiſſes, your Faich, and Hand. As an 

Pen. Nothing elſe ; will you be ſo contentedi o 1 1 

Love. Ill expect higher Terms, it den accept not theſe — 
Quickly then. eee ne v1 214 

Per. Well then, — No, _ Father's coming? _ mw, ha. 

Lov. Laugh at my Sufferings light my Anger. 
. Is this your baſe Requital of my Love z e birt «44 
Revenge, Revenge, ll print on "thy. Favourite in his 
| Heart's Blood my &evenge. Our Swords —— our Swords 
wall diſpute our Pretences, rather than he enjoy what iny 
long Services entitle me to, which is tolo my ſelf Right tor 
what he intends an lujury; tho perhaps what we (MI dil- 
pute for is better loſt, 

Pen. Mr. Lovemore, you have taken very graft Liberties ; 
vou lay | have injur'd you in my Regard to another. ls 
your Opinion then of what you ſay you will diſpute for, 
\ fach as you jult now ſaid n loſt. 


Lov: Look 


. 
> 
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ben Lock yon! Madam, — o —— thorefore — bs to 
that this is Tock — for that it—— You dont conſider 
whit you ſuid to — 
Pen. Hal haf ha! 1 
Lo. You ſhall by alt har —Youſhall repent this. | Mimgs ent. 
Per. This is "Rave Fort, a little Dominion before 
hand. Thefe are the Creatures that born to rule us, 
whoereep, whoRlatter, and ſcrvily beſeech ur Favour; Which 
obtain'd, they grow fullen, proud, and intolent; pry into the 
Gitt, the manner of beſtowing, with all the little Arts tir un- 
ene ate to hide, or kill their Senſe and Conſcience of a Be- 
nefit— 
Lett. Ay, ay, Madam, tis o. I had a Sweetheart once, 
a Lady's Butler, to whom 1 gave a Lock ot my Hair; and the 
Villain when we quarrell'd, told me halt ot em were gre 
Pen. Ha! ha! hat che i ingrate, — the faithleſs, as 3 
more ſays 
Lett. And yet, Madam, the Rogue ſtole a Letter out of a 
Book to ask me for it — as my next Suiterer found out. | 
Per. However, I am ſure tis in my Fate to be ubject to one 
of 'em very ſuddenly. 
Lett. Ah! Madam! the Gentleman this Morning 
Perm. The Fellow's very well, and I am mightily miſtaken if 
my Couſin Victoria did not think ſo —-——— 
Lett. And ſo do you heartily. 2 
Per. Vet I wiſb I had ſeen this young Bookwit before 
more came to Day. 
Lett. Ell tell you how, Madam. —— ViSoria has ne'er a 
Lover, and is your entire Friend. Now, Madam, ſuppoſe 
you got her to write a Letter to this young Gentleman in her 
own Name. You mect him under that Name imecognito ; 
then if an Accigent ſhould happen, both you and ſhe may be 
fate, and pazzlc the Truth: You never writ to him, ſhe ne- 
ver met him 
Peu. A lucky Thought, — ſtep to her immediate 111 
come to her, or the to me. 
Lete. 1 fly, { fly - Exit. 
Pen. This is indeed a lucky hint of the Wench, in which 
t. AYE: 


24 © The Tying Lover, or, 
I have another drift too, — Now ſhall I ſiſt my Friend 7. 
Coria, and perfectly underſtand whether ſhe likes that agreea- 
ble young Fellow; for if her reſerv'd Humour eaſily falls in with 
this Deſign on Bookwrt, ſhe's certainly ſmitten with the other, 
and ſulſpects me to be fo too. — What is this dear, this ſudden 
Intruder Love, that Victoria's long and faithful F nendſhip, 
Love moreꝭs anxious and conſtant Paſſion, both vaniſh before it 
in a Moment ?— Why are our Hearts ſo acceſſible at our 
Eyes ! my dear Enter Victoria. 

Vid. Dear Pen. I ran to you, — well, what ist? 

Pen. Set Clwits, and the Bohee Tea, and leave us. Ex. Lett. 
Dear ViForia, — you have always been my moſt intimate Bo- 
ſom-friend, — Your wary Carriage, and Circumſpection have 

often been a Safety againſt Errors'to me, — I mult confeſs it. 
[Filling her Tea. 
V2. But, my dear, why this Preface tome. —To the matter, — 
Pen. You know all that has paſsd between me and Mr. 
Lowemore ? | 
ViF. IJ have always approv'd him, and do now more than 
ever. — For 'tis not a Mein and Air, that makes that worthy 
Creature a kind Husband. But - | 
Pen. True, but here was old Bookwit this Morning, with 
my Father's Authority to talk to me of the Subject of Love. 


| 
| | this Age are ſo very vitious, ſo expenſive both of their Health, 


Vie. Nay, Madam, if fo, and you can reſolve toobey your 
Father. I contend not for Love more; for tho the young Men of 

and Fortune 
Pen. How zealous ſhe is to put me out of her way. [Afde. 


Falſe Creature !— But, my Dear Friend, you don'ttake me — 
your Friendſhip outruns my Explanation. —— Twas for his 
Son at Oxford he came to me, — he is to walk with him before 
the Door that I may view him, —— by and by 

Vid. Nay, as one mult obey their Parents wholly —I think 
a raw young Man that never faw the Town, is better than an 
old one that has ran through all its Vices. — I congratulate 
your good Fortune. — There's a great Eſtate, —and he knows 
nothing, juſt come to Town. — The Furniture, and the Horſe- 


Cloaths will be all your own Device for the Wedding, and the 
| Horſes, 


. TY 
e knows no better — 

- Baz Bue one ſhall be long teaching a raw Creature a 
manner —— « 

Vie. Never let him have one, — twill make him like him. 
felf, and think of making Advances elſewhere : You'd bert 
have him a Booby. — How cou'd I think of the old Fellow for 
you.— Look you, Peu. old Age has its Infirmities, and tis a 
{ad Proſpect for an honeſt young Woman to be ſure of being a WL 
Nurſe, and never of being a Mother 3 

Pen. Oh! that I had but your Prudence! But, my dear, Ihave 
a Requeſt to make to you, and that is, that you wou d write him 
an Aſſignation this Evening in the Park. — I'll obey the A 
poinement, and converſe with him under that Diſguiſe; 
the old People will clap up a Match betore 1 know any thing n 
of the real Man. And if one don't know one's Husband, how 
can wg himP that is to ſay; oboy him? | 

Pit. Oh! pray, my dear, do you think I don't underſtand. , 

you 2 —— and there's another thing, A Scho- 
r makes the beſt Husband in the World. — 

Per. Becauſe 22 r 9 

Vick. No, becauſe they are kaſt knowing, —-— Bae Ut go 
immediately and obey your Commands. ——— L 
heartily: well, my dear, in oo. matter. 1 {8 "her. « 
Per. | thank you, deareſt. 1 don't indeed, YG 

Vid. Where you going now, my dear? — Oh fie ! this ü 
is vot like a Fund. Do I uſe you fo, dear Madam? ab 

Per. Nay, indeed, Madam; I muſt wait on you | 

Vic. Indeed yon ſhan't, — indeed you ſhan t. Pen. follows. 

Per. Well, Madam, will you promiſe then to be as free with 
me? Thus does ſhe hope to work me one of lf Lover, by - - 
being made my Confident. —— But that Baſeneſs has beentoo _ ůð Y 
faſhionable to paſs any more. - I have not truſted her. The i E 
cunning Creature. — begin to hate her ſo — Il never be = 
a Minute from her. [Exttis. 

Eier Old Bookwit, . Bookwit and Latine! " 
Q Book, Well, Tom, where have you ſaunter d about ſin de 
1 you? Is not * Town mightily increas d ſince you weg- N 
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26 The Lying Dorer, o, 
I. Book. Ay, indeed, I need not have been ſo impatient to 
have left Oxford; had I ſtaid a Year longer they had builded 


to me | 
O. Book, But I don't obſerve you affected much with the 
alterations — Where have ar 
Y. Book, No Faith, the New Exchange has taken up all my 
CTuriolbty. - 7 | 
O. Book. Oh! but, Son, you muſt not go to Places to (tare 
„ at Women. Did you buy any thing? 
9 V. Book. Some Bawbles. But my Choice was ſo diſtracted 
3 among the pretty Merchants and their Dealers, I knew not 
where to run firſt, One little liſping Rogue, Ribbandths, 
al Gloveths, Fippeths. Sir, cries another, will you buy a 
F _ - fine Sword-knot ; then a third, pretty. Voice and Curtfie, — 
Does not your Lady want Hoods, Searfs, fine green Silk Stock- 
ins. — 1 went by as if I had been in a Scraglio, a living Galle- 
ry of Beauties, ſtaring from fide to ſide; I bowing, they 
. laughing, ſo made my Eſcape, and brouglit your Son and 
= Heir ſafe to you, through all theſe Darts and Glances. 
& To which indeed my Breaſt is not impregnable. — But I won- 


o * 


der whence I had this amorous Inclination 
Book. Whoever you had it from, Sirrah, tis your Bu- 
= - (inef$o correct it — by fixing it upon a proper Obþtt.— But, 
To, you know I am always glad to hear you talk with the 
© _ © Gaiety before me, that you do elfewhere. Aut I have now 
ſomething of Conſequence (that ſudden ferkwts Jook was fo 
like me.) [Afde.) What Lam going to ſay now, I tell you 
is extraordinary — 2 3h 
T. Book. Ieou d not indeed help fome ſeeming Extravagan- - 
dies I have been forc d to. But a 
00. Book. I do not grudge you your Expences, was not go- 
WW ing to ſpeak on t, — for decay, and ſo do my Deſires, while 
WW” yours grow till upon you. — Therefore what may /be'(par'd 
- wtfom mine, I heartily give you to ſupply yours. Tis but 
the jalt Order of things. I ſeoru to hoard whatFouly now 
can gaze at, while your Youth and Perſon want thofe-tater- 
tainments you may become and taſt.— All your juſt Plea- 
tures are mine alſo. — in you my Youth and gayer Yeats 
methinks I. ſeel repeated. V. Book, Then 
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Y. Book. Then what can give you, Sir, Uneafineſs ? 

O. Book. Your Affectation of a Soldicr's Dreſs makes me think 
you bent upon à dangerous, tho* noble Courſe. That you'll 
expote a Lite that's derer to your Father than yout ſelt, to daily 
Hazards; I theretore have re{olv'd to ſettle thee, and choſen 4 
young Lady, wirry, prudent, rich and fair 

v. Book. On, ViForia ! *{Afde.] Youcannot move too {lowly 
in ſuch a Buſineſs. FR 

O. B»ok. Nay, cis no ſudden thing. —— Her Father and 1 
ha ve been old Acquaintance, and 1 was fo conſidentof her Worth, 
and your Compliance, that I can't with Honour diſengage my ſelf, 

Y. Book, How, Sir! when 1 _ meto the 22 where 
I my perpetuate your Name by ſome brave Exploit . 2 

0. Book. You may do it much better, Jo, at home by a brave 4 


Boy. Come, come, it muſt be fo — 
. Book. What ſhall I do for ſome Inyention? [Ae 

O. Book. Let it be fo, dear Tow, it mult be ſo. 3 Ih 

Y. Book. What if it be impoſſible ? Rs 
Bool. Impoſſible! as how ? — 


O | 
V. Book. Upon my Knees I beg your Pardon, Sir. lam 

O. Book. What! — | | 2 

Y. Book. At Oxford — « - 
O. Book. What art thou at Oxford ?" Riſe and tell mm. 


v. Book. Why I am married there, ſince you needs mult knows © 
O. Book. Married without my Conſent! = 
I. Book. There was a Force upon me; you'll cafily get all an- 
null d if you deſire it: lt was the croſſeſt, moſt unhappy Ac- 

cident. — Yet indeed ſhe is an excellent Creature! 

Lat. How cou'd he conceal this all this while from me. — But 
| remember he us d to be out of College whole Nights, — we 
knew not where Vp he 

4s = 


= 
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Penelope and Victoria at the Window. - 
Pen. The very Man we met this Morning; and I employ m 
Rival to write to him! hew confidently ſhe ſtares at the Fellow, | 
and obſerves his Action | : 4 
Vit Betty, do you fee with what Intent, and with what Fire 

in her Eyes, Ponelope gates yonder > — Bur take you that Letter and 
give it when the old Gentleman's gone. — Goodneſs ! how con- 
cern'd the ſeems? Well, fome W [Ex. Ladies from abobe. 
| E 2 O. Book. Let 13 
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= ©. Book, Let that : paſs, ner the Buſine is inevocable,— 
What is her Name? 
TF. Bool. Matilda, and her Father's 1 a 
4 O. Book, They're Names I never heard before, 
© Y. Book. This Lady, Sir, I ſaw in a 1 at the 
firſt ſight ſhe made me hers tor ever: From that inſtant I lan- 
uiſh Ny —— Nor had Vital Heat out of her Preſence. — The 
Sun to me ſhe'd Influence in vain. He roſe and ſet both un- 
obſerv'd, nor was to any living this human Life, to much a 
Dream as me: All this ſhe obſerv'd, but not untouch d obſerv'd. 
She ſhew'd a noble Gratitude ta noble, Paſſion, F hours I ſoon 
receiy d, but ſeyercly modeſt ones. 
Lat. Oh! that's preſuppos d, you to be ſure wau'd ne er de- 
ſire auy other. . 
'Y. Book. We had contriv' d to meet o Nights, 
The ſweeteſt Hours of Love, and there was 
One Evening in her Lodging. —— 'Twas as | remember, 
Les 'twas on the ſecond of December ;. 
That $ the very Night I was caught, 
Lat. Tis ſtrange a Fellow of his Wit to be aL into a 
Marriage 
Y. Book. Her Father ſupp'd abroad that Night, which made us 
chin our ſelves ſecure, — But coming home by Accident ſooner 
+ + Than we expected. we heard him at the Noor. — How did that 
Noiſe ſurprize us! She hid me behind the Bed, then lets him in. 
O. Book, I tremble for the poor young Lady. Pray go 
How did ſhe recover her felf 2. _ 
V. Book. She fell into the prettieſt artful little Tales to divert him, 
and hide her Diſcompoſure, ——which he interru ted bytelling 
Le her ſhe muſt, be married ſuddenly. to one propos d to him that 
VFrening. This was to me Daggers. 

1 2 Book But (he ! 
. Bool. She by general Anſwers in that caſe manag'divſo well, 
_ that he was going down, when inſtantly my Watch in my, Pocket 
gftück ten, — He turns him ſhort on his amared Daughter, asked 
F where ſhe had it. She cried, her Couſin Martha ſent it out 
of the Country to be mended for her. — He ſaid he would take 
| care on't ; {ke comes to me, but as I was giving it her, the String 
© Was lo entangled i in the Cock of A Piſtol I alwaysgd about mc 
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on thoſe Occaſions, that my haſte to difengage it fir d it off. 
My Miſtreſs ſwoons away. The Father ran out crying out Mur- 
der. I thought her dead, fear d his Return, which he ſoon  * 
did, with two boiſtrous Rogues his Sons, and his whole Family 
of Servants. —1 wou'd have made my Eſcape, but they oppos'd 
me with drawn Swords, I wounded both; but a luſty Wench 
with a Fireſhovel at one blow ſtruck down — Sword, and broke 
it all to pieces 

O. Book. But (till the poor young Lady ! 

Y. Book. Here was J ſeiz d. — Mean 4 Matilde wakes from 
her Trance, — beholding me held like a Ruffian, both her Bro 
thers bleeding. She was returning to it. What ſhou'd 1 
do? I (aw the hoary Father in the divided Sorrow for his Son's 
Lives, and Daughter's Honour, of both which he thought me th” * 
Invader. — She with pitying, dying and reproaching Looks 
beſecch'd me. and taught me what Io d her conſtant Love: 
l yielded, Sir, I own I yielded to the juſt Terrour of their 
Family Reſentment, and my Miſtreſſes more dreadful upbraiding. 
Thus am I, Sir, the Martyr of an honeſt Paſſion-— 

O. Book. That I moſt blame is that you conceal'd it from me, © 
your beit Friend. I'll inſtantly to Perelope's Father, and 
make my Apology. He is my Friend LE, 

Let. This Marria age ſtrangely ſurpriz'd me 

V. Bool. Why did you belicve it too, as well as the old Gert” 
tleman ? Why then 1 {did it excellently. Ha! ha! ha! 

Lat. What! the Watch! — The Piſtol ! Lady ſwoon- 
ig her pitying, vpbraiding Looks! all Chimera ? a 


Y. Book, Nothing on downright Wit to keep wy ſelf _ tor 4 
Valferias: 


Lat. May 1 deſire one Favour. „ 

Y. Bool. What can I deny thee, my Privado?- | "= 

| Lat. Only that you'd give me ſome little ſecret hint — when 
next you L——are going to bewitty,—— But to jumble Parti- 4 1 
culars fo readily! tis impoſſible you cou'd, I believe, at the * | 
ginning of your Tale know the ending. Yet —— 

Y. Book. Theſe are Gifts, Child, mere Gifts : tis not to be 
learnt — the Skill of Lying, — Except Humour, Wit, Invention, 
Preſence of Mind,” Retention, Memory, Circumſpection. &c.— 


— to be attain d by Induſtry. — You mult not hum, nor haw, 
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| 9 Who ne In 623 13 
4 8 May be ſo bold as to crave the 7 to ah your 


'Y. Book. My bright Handmaid, my lite ſhe Genimede, —— 
Thon charming Hebe, — Lou may ask me'my Name, —— for 
I won't tell it you, till you ——— becauſe Fd have thee 
more words wich you 
Bel ij. Are not you Mr. Bookwit? þ 4.) 
Y. ook The very fame, my dear. 
Beity. There then, — He's a mighty pretty Man. 
Exit Betty. 
x Book. reading. Du way wonder. —— Your Perſon, and Cha- 
reader this Evening near Rolomond's Pond, on the other fide the 
Park. Victoria. 
Oh the Happineſs! Wbat is become of the Girl > —— Oh | Le 
- Fine]! Latine! ask me fifty Queſtions all at once! What ails me 
| ä ob pg wen ah Oh I cou'd die 
methinks this moment, leſt there ſhou'd be in Fate ſome future 
All to daſh my preſent Joy. Why, Jack, why doſt not ask 
me what's the matter? | 
Lu. If you'd but give me Leave 
Bool. No, do not peak. Let me talk all, I fain wou'd ce- 
lebrate my fair one's Praiſe, her every Beauty! But the Mind's 
= <00 full to utter any thing that is articulate, and will give way 
3 1 to nothing but mere Names and Interjections. —— Oh! —Vido- 
TH Vitoria J Viforia 1 ——— Oh my F:&0- 
i! [Read there. | 
| Tua. Wall, I own this ſubſcrib'd Vici. But ſtil I am 
Lo» afraid of Miſtakes. 
n Y. Book. No. — Kneel down and ask Forgiveneſs. 
lou dont believe that (he that wou d not p _ to me wou d 
Prite. But after all Raptures and Ex Prithee 
* * after the Maid, learn what you tan of her — and ſo 
= © tortb. Get Intereſt to be admitted another time. [Exit Lat, 
3% Enter Frederick, 
| 4 dir, your Servant. | 
V. Book. Yours, Sir, have you Buſineſs with me? 


Fred. This Paper ſpeaks it. 
| Bock. alle 


- 


— _y * 
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Book. reading. Of a Friend you've made me jour mortal Enemy, — 
ib your Sword I expe Satisfation to mortow Morning at fix 
In Hide-Park. - Lovemore. - 

Do you know the Contents of this Letter ? 

Fred. Yes, Sir, it is a Challenge from Lovearore. 

Y. Book. Are you to be his Second ? | 
_ Hed. I offer'd it, but he will meet you ſingle, 

Y. Book. Fhe fewer the better Cheer. 

Fred. You're very pleatant, Sir. | 

Y. Book. My good Humour was ever Challenge Proof. 1 
will be very — [Exit Fred.] 1 fall into Buſineſs very. 
taſt.— There, thou dear Letter of Love. — Be there, thou ot 
Hatred. There ---- Men of Buſineſs muſt ſort their Papers — 
nnn | 

Exter Latine. 
Oh, Jack, more Adventures, another Lady has Writ, 

Lat. Let's ſee it. 

V. Book, No, always tender of Rep.— ſhevis of Quality. 
Gentleman Uſher came with it. — I can't believe there's an ung 
in that old whim of being wrap'd in ones Mother's Smoc k to be 
thus lucky, — I ſuppoſe I was uſed like other Children, — They 
clap'd me on a Skul-cap, — ſwath'd me hard, play'd me in- 
Arms, and ſhew'd me London. — But however it comes Pont. 
have ſtrange luck with the Women. 

Lat. But, let us ſee this Letter. 

Y. Book. reading. No, No, a omas o Conditias fo * 

your Wit. My Page, 


far. But indeed your Pa! ſion 
a the back-ſtairs, Secrecy, and your Veracity, ——— 
Lat. There her Ladyſhip nicked it. — Pox, I Il be as humetous 
and as frolfek as you — you pert Fellows are the only ſucceſStul, — 
F. Book, Well {aid Lad and as Mr. Bays ſays, now the 
Plot thickens upon us, we'll ſpend our time as ally as the beſt = 
of em —and alt of it in Love. 
For fince through all the Rite of Man we find, 
Each to fome Aarling Paſſion in Inclin'd, * 
Let Love be ſtill the Biaſs of my Mind. ([Excunt a+ 
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” «Enter Victoria and Betty. 


22 Tim indeed, "Betty, avery diverting accident that 

[ ſhould be employ' to write to her Lover 
now I can't but think how angry my Couſin Pex. is ſhe frets, 
1 warrant, at her very Looking-glaſs, which us d to be her com- 
forter upon all occaſions. Ha, „ hal , 

Bett. I would not be in poor Mrs. Lettices place for all the 
World. — Nothing to be. ſure can, pleaſe to Day, did you 
mind how ſhe neſtled and fum'd inwardly, to ſee your Ladyſhip 

look ſo well. — Nay indeed, Madam, you were in high Beauty. --- 

Vid. Let I muſt confeſs i was my ſelf a little diſcompos d 

1 was aſham d for my Friend — and then to lee her ſhew ſuch 
regard for a Fellow 
Bett. But I (wear, were I to have my will, you ſhould be al- 
Ways angry at me. — It gives your Ladyſhip ſuch a pretty fierce- 
a elk and _quick-ſpirit to your Features not that you want 
ir —— Yet it adds 
178. There are ſome people very bee pretend to Fire. 
and Life; there's poor ſtupid inſipid Lady Fad, has heard of 
the word Spleen, and Diſtaſt, and ſets up for being out of Hu- 
wour, with that ungcaning Face of hers. 
"WM Bett. Youre in ** Humour, Madam 
Pidg. Her Lad yſhip's Phyſician pteſcribd Anger to 3 
upon which ſhe comes in publick with her Eyes ſtaringiy open — 
this ſhe defi 1gns reg Vivacity, and gapes about like a wande- 
ring Country She — to be a Remarker, and 
looks at every body but alas ſbe wants it here and 
= knows not that to ſee, is no more to look, than to go, is to 
walk. For you muſt know, Betty, every Child can 
ſee but tis an obſerving Creature that can look 


as every pretty Girl can 80 but tis a fine Woman that walks. 
Bosh, Ha! Ha! Ha! 
" Yi. But by the way, there's Mrs. Penelope, methinks, does nei- 
ther; 1 have a kindneſs for her, but ſh has no Gelture 1 in the Fate 
rier - 
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Pen. Well, my dear | 

Bett. How civilly People of Quality hate one another. 

Pew. Well, my dear, were not you ſtrangely ſurpriz d to ſee that 
. Bookwit ſhould be the Soldier we met this Morning ? 

ick. The confident lying Creature] Indeed I wonder'd you'd 

ſuffer him to entertain you fo long. 

Pets, You muſt know, Madam, he's married too at Oxford. 

Vid. The ugly Wretch! I think him downright diſagteeable.— 
But perhaps this is a fetch of hers; he had no married Look. [ Afde. 

Pen. Yet 1 am reſolvid to go to your Aſſignation, if it be but 
to confront t and laugh at his Lies. — Such Fellows 
(hou'd be ma know themſelves, and that they're underſtood. 

Vict. Il wait upon you, my dear, — She's very prettily dreſs d. 
Aide. ] But indeed, my dear, you ſhan't go with your Hoods fo. 
It makes you look abominably, with your Head ſo for- 
ward. There [ Diſplacing her Head.) That's 
ſomething. You had before a fearful, ſilly, bluſhing Look. 
Now you command all Hearts | 

Pen. Thank you, my dear 

IF. Your Servant, deareſt 

Per. But alas, Madam, who patch'd you to Day ? — Let me 
ſee. —It is the hardeſt thing in Dreſs. I may ſay without Va- 
nity — I know a little of it. That ſo low on the Checks pulps 
the Fleſh too much. Hold ſtill, my dear, I'll place it juſt 
by your Eye. Now ſhe downright ſquints. [ Aſede. 

Vi#. There's nothing like a ſincere Friend, — for one is not a 
Judge of one's ſelf. — I have a Patch-box about me. Hold, my 
dear, that gives you a ſedate Air, that large one near your Tem- 


Pen. People, perhaps, don't mind theſe things: — But if itbe 
true, as the Poet finely ſings, That all the Paſſions in the Fca- 
tures are. We may ſhew, or hide em, as we know how to affix 
theſe pretty artificial Moles , 

Vid. And ſo catch Lovers, and puzzle Phyſiognomy. 

Per. Tis true; then pray, my dear, let me put a little Diſ- 
dain in your Face. For well plague this Fopp. — There 
— that on your Forehead does it. 

Vid. Hold, my dear, Il! give Indiffcrence for him, a Patch 


A juſt 
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juſt at the Pout of your Lip exactiy ſhews it. — And that you 
dumb to all Applications. —_ 

Pen. You with. I wou'd be. | [Aue. 

Vid. There, my dear. 3 | 
Per. But, dear Madam, your Nair is not half powder'd. -— 
Betty, bring the Powder Box to your Lady. — lt gives one a clean 
Look (tho your lexion does not want it) to culivęn it. 
Viz. Oh! fie, this from you ! but I know you wegt flatter 
me, you're too much my Friend. i 88-1 
Pen. Now, Madam, you hall ſec. Now ſhe looks like a 
Spright. EP „„ Nowders ber.] [ Aſide. 
Vis. Thank you, my dear, well take mblagy— Our Maids 
fhall go with us. Come, dear Friend. Ares ire A 
Betty. Pray, Madam Lettice be pleas d to go on. 
Lett. Indeed, Madam Betty, I mult beg your Pardon. 
Betty. 1 am at home, dear Madam Lettice 
Lett. Well, Madam, this is unkind. t don't uſe you 
with this Ceremony Exe. 
Enter Bookwit and Latine after a Flourifh. 1, -- 
Book. Vicboria ! Vidoria ! Vifdoria ! "1 
Lat. Make way, make way. —By your Leave. — Stand by. — 
Vicboria | 
Formoſam reſonare doces Amearyllida Sylvat. 8 
Book. Well ſaid, Jack. — Let me ſee any of your Sparks beſides 
my ſelf, keep ſuch an Equipage! Idon't queſtion: but in a little tune 
1 hall be a fmer Fop than the Town has yet ſeen. — All my 
Lacquies ſhall be Linguiſts as thou art, —— While thus I ride 
immortal. Steeds. — How my Horſes ſtare at me ! —— They 
ſee I am a very new ſort of Beau | 
Lat. This is rare. The having this Noiſe of Muſick. — 
But won't it be reckon'd a Diſturbance? ——— 

"Book. No, no, it is an uſual Gallantry here. But the Vocal 
is an Elegance hardly known before me here, —— who am the 
Founder of accomplith'd Fools. — Of which I'll inſtitute an Order. 
All Coxcombs of Learning and Parts ſhall after me be call d 
Bookwits.— A Sect will ſoon be more numerous, and in more Cre- 
git than your Ariſtotelians, Platoniſts, and Academicks 

Lat. Sir, twill be extraordinary, and you are really a wiſe Per- 
bon. — You put your Theory of Philoſophy into Practice. — Lis. 
not with you a dead Letter — Book. Oh 
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Book. Oh ! Sir, no: The Defgn of Learning is for the Uſe 
of Life. Therefore LI a — very ſuddeuiy, and 
ew my Literatute in Oeconomy 

Lat. As how, pray? 

Book. 1'il have tour Peripatetick Footmen, two Followers of 
Arxiſtippat for Valets de Chambre, and an Epicurean Cook — with 
an Hermetical Chymiſt (who are good only at making Fires) tor 
my Skullion, and then I think all is diſpoſed. — — But, methinks, 
this Fair One takes (tate upon her. — But I am none of your Lan- 


guiſbers, lam not known in Town, and if I misbchave, 
tis but 4 can back again to my (mall Beer, and three hal- 


nn And I, like many another Beau, only 
baz and CE 


Lat. But you know I love Muſick immoderately. How 
do you diſpoſe your Entertainment, let em begin —»—— 
Book. Well. give me but leave.—The Fiddles wittTertaialy attract 
the Ladies, I mean the Nymphs who have Grotto's round this 
enchanted Foreſt, — In the firſt place, you Intelligences that move 
this Vehicle. How the Fellows ſtare | 
Chair, Good your Honour, ſpeak to us in Engliſh. 
Book. Why then you Chairmen, whereever I move you 
are to follow me. For I meanto ſtrut, ſhine through the 
Dusk of the Evening, and look as like a lazy Town Fool as I can 
to charm em 
Lat. Well, but the Muſick 
Book. But remember, ye Sons of PH be, Brethren of the String, 
and Lyre; that is to ſay, ye Fidlers. — Let me have a Flouriſh as 
now direct. When 1 lift up my Cane, let it be Martial. —If 
but throw my ſelf juſt forward on it, or but raiſe it ſmoothly. 
— Sigh all for Love toſhew, as I think fie, —That wou d die, or 
fight for her you ſee me bow to— Well then ſtrike up — A 


SONG, by Mr. Leveridge. 


Venus has left her Grecian hes, 

With all her gaudy Train 

Of littbe Lis ſoft Cares and Smiles 
In my lar er Breaſt to reign. 
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Te tender Herds, and lift'ning Deer, 
Forget your Food, forget your Fear, | 
The bright Victoria will be here. 


3. 
The Savages about me throng, 
Mou'd with the Paſſun of my Song, 
And think Victoria ſtays too long. 


Book. There's for you, Jack; is not that like a fine Gentleman 
that writes for his own Diverſion ? 
Lat. And no bodies elſe. | 
Book. Now I'warrant one of your comman Sparks woul'd have 
ſtamp d, fretted, and cry d, what the Devil! fool'd! jilted ! abus'd ! 
while I in metre, to ſhew you how well nothing at all may be 
made to run — 
The Savages about me throng, 
Mov'd with the Paſſion of my Song, 
And think Victoria ftays too long. 
Lat. I begin to be one of thoſe Savages. 
- Enter Victoria, Penelope, Lettice and Betty. 
Na. We had better have ſtayed where we were, and liſtned to 
that charming Ecchoe, than have come in Search of that Liar. 
Lu. Do you ſee yonder ? 
Book. | Gives the Sign and ſings himſelf.) Thus, Madam, have 
i ſpent my Time almoſt ever ſince 1 ſaw you; repeated your Name 
to the Woods, the Dales and ecchoing Groves — 
Pen. Prithee obſerve him. ——— Now he begins 
Book. I had not time to carve your Name on every Tree, but 
that's a melancholly Employment, not for thoſe Lovers that are 
favour'd with Aſſignation 
.ViF. Prithee, Couſin, do you talk to him in my Name. — III 
be ſilent till 1 fee farther | 
Pen. The Spring is now ſo forward, that it muſt indeed be at- 
tributed to your Paſſion that you are not in the Field 


Book. You do me Juſtice, Madam, in that Thought, for l am 

ſtrangely peſter'd to be there. — Well, the French are the moſt in- 

duſtrious People in the World. I had a Letter from one of their 

Generals, that ſnall be nameleſs, (it came over by the way 4 ac 
| an 


land) with an Offer of very great Terms, if Iwou'd but barely ſend 
my Opinion in the Uſe of Pikes, — about which he tells me their 
Prince amd Generals have latcly held a grand Court Marſhal — 
Bot hb. Ha | ha! ha! | ; 
Lat: Theſe cunning things keep (till together to puzzle us. 
III allarm him. Sir, one word 
Lid. Come, come, we'll have no Whiſpering, no Meſſages at 
preſent. — Some other Ladies have fent, but they (han't have you 
from us | 


Both. Ha! ha! ha! « 
Book. I hold my felt oblig'd to be of the ſame Humour Ladics 


are in. Ha ! ha! ha! Now pray do me the Fa- 
vour to ell me what I laugh'd at. 

Pen. Why you muſt know, — Your talking of the French and 
War, put us in mind of a young Coxcomb that came lait Night 
from Oxford, calls himſolt Soldier, treats Ladies, fights Battels, ra- 
fes Jealouſies with downright Lies of his own inventing, ha, ha, ha. 

Book. That muſt be an impudent young Ralcal certainly 3 
ha, ha, ha. 

Vid. Nay, this is beyond Compariſon 

Book, 1 can't conceive low one ot thoſe ſneaking Aeademicks 
cou'd perſonate fuch a Character z, for we bred in Camps, have 
a Behaviour that ſhews we arc d to act before Crouds —— 

Pen. Tis certainly ſo. Nay, he has been confronted with 
it, as plainly as I ſpeak to you, and yet not bluſh d far it, but 
carryed it as if he knew no: the Man 

Book. That may be, — is want ohn. ing themſelves, makes 
thoſe Coxcombs ſo conſident. 

Per. The Faithleſs! Shameleſs! Well, then to ſee if poſſi- 
ble, ſuch a one may be brought to that Senle, I tell you, this 
worthy Heroe, two days agoc, was in hanging-{leves at Qxfor d, 
and is call'd Mr. Bookwit. Ha! Ha! | 

Book, Well, was it not well enough carried. — Poo, I knew 
you well enough, and you knew me, before you writ to me 
for Mr. Bookwit's Son. — But I fell into that way of talking pure- 
ly to divert you. — I knew you a Woman of Wit and Spirit — 
and that acting that Part, wond at leaſt ſhew- I had Fire in me, 
and wiſh'd my ſelf what I woud be half an Age to.lcrve and 
pleaſe you. — Suſſer in Camps, all the Vici af burning 
beats, and ſharp afflicting colds — Lad. 1 
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Vic. Look you, Sir, I hall tell Mrs, Matilda Newtown your 
Spouſe at Oxford, what you are ſaying to another Lady, — 

Per. Prethee Coulin, never give your ſelf the trouble, tomed- 
dle in a ſuch Work---one hardly knows how to ſpeak it to a Gen 
tleman, but don't touch the Affairs of ſo impudent a Lyar, — 

Book. Ha, ha, ha, — Why, Madam, bave they told you of the 
Marriage too? — Well, I was hard put to it there. I had like to 
have been gravell'd, Faith, — you were more beholden to me hor 
that,than any thing. — Had it not been for that, they had Marry 
me to Mrs. Penelope, old Getwel's Grandaughter. The great For- 
tune, — But I refus'd her for you, who are a greater. — [Aſde. 

Lat. Sir, Sir, pray Sir, one Word 

Pen. and Lid. Stand off, Sirrah. | 
Vid. You ſhan't come ncar him, none of your Dumb Signs. 

Per. Then you have refus d Penelope, tho' a great Fortune — 
what cou'd you diſlike in her ? | 

Hool. The whole Woman. — Her Perſon, nor Carriage pleaſe 
me. —ſhe is one of thoſe Women of Condition, who do and 
ſay what they pleaſe with an aſſur d Air, and think that's enough, 
only to be call'd fine Mrs. ſuch a ones manner 

1. This is not to be endur'd I de aflure you, Sit, Mrs. 
Penelope has refus d your Betters. 

Book. 1 don't much value my Betters in her t. But 
am ſorry to ſee you concern d for her, when I have been at Church 
where 1 firſt ſaw you I've {en the gay giddy thing in a Gallery, 
watching Eyes to make Courteiies. — She is indeed a very Cere- 
monious Church-woman, and never is guilty of a Sin of Omiſſion 
to any Lady of Quality, within Eye-ſhot. — In ſhort, I don't like 
the Woman, and wou'd go to Timis or Aleppo for a Wife, be- 
fore Id'e take her. | 

Vid. I cannot bear this of my Friend, if you go on Sir, at this 
rate, Tunis or Aleppo are the propereſt places for you to ſhew your 
- Gallantry in — 'twil never be receiv d by any here — I hope ſhe 
believes me, . [Afde. 

Pex. The Lady's in the right ont, who can confide in a 


- known common lmpoſtor ? 


Book. Ah Madam! how can you uſe a Man that loves you fo 
-unjuſtly 2 — Bat call me what you will, Lyar, Cheat, Impoſtor, — 
do but add your Servant, and I am ſatisfied. —I have indeed, 

TRE; re ol Madam 


I 
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Madam, ran through many Shifts, in h to gain 7 
and cou d be contented to run through al che — in Owd's 
Metamorpboſis, cou d | but return to this on my bended Knees, of 
my fair ones humbleſt Servant. 

Vid. Prethee let us leave him, — as you told me, I wonder you 
can ſuffer him to entertain you ſo long. Lea ve him, let him kneel 
to the Trees, and call to the Woods — if he will — Oh, I could 
brain him — how ugly he looks knecling to her. [Afide. 

Pen. No, I'll ſtay to plague him more. But what Opi- 
nion can I have of this ſudden Paſſion, ——— You hardly know 
me, I belicve, or my Circumltances ? — e 
Book. No, no, not . I don't know you. — Your Mother was 
not Alderman Sterling s Daughter, — Your Father Mr. Philips of 
Grey lun, who had an Eſtate and never praftisd ? You had not 
a Brother kill'd at Levden? Your Siſter Diana is not dead; nor 
you are not Co- heireſs with Miſs Molly. No, Madam, I 
don't know you, no, nor love you? 

Per. I wiſh I had taken her Advice in going, He means Her all 
this while. Pthaw, this is downright tooling. Let's go, my dear, 
leave him to the Woods, as you ſay, 1 with twas full of Bears, | Afde.. 

Vid. No. — Now Ill ſtay to plague him. 

Pen. No, you ſhan't ſtay. — Sir, we have given our ſelves the 
Diverſion to ſee you, and confront you in your Falſhoods; in 
which yolhave intangled your ſelf to that degree, you know not 
even the Woman you pretend to; and therefore, Sir, I ſo far de- 
ſpiſe you, that if you ſhou'd come after me with your Fiddles. 
— Ul have a Porter. Ready to let you in, [Afide. 

Viz. I don't know how to threaten a Gentleman in that manner; 
but I'm ſure I ſhall never entertain any Man that has diſoblig d my 
Friend while my Name's Vidoria+—— + | Exeunt Arm in Arm. 

Lat. Maiter, — methinks, theſe Ladies don't. underſtand Wit. 
—— They were very rough with you. 

Book. Ay, they were ſomewhat dull. — But really Vdboria diſco- 
ver'd her ſelf at her going, methinks, agreeably enough — 

Lat. I believe they are irrecoverably loſt. —— Pox on t, 
when I gave you ſo many Signs too 

Book. Well, hang ghinking, —— Let's to the Tavern, and in: 
every Glaſs nume a new Beauty, till either forget, or am inſpir d 
with ſome new Project to attain her. ; 5 

: | W 1 


30 The Lying Lover, or, 
While in a lovely Bowl I'drown my Care, | 
She'll ceaſe to be, or I to think her Fair. | [Exenm, 


4 
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ACT IV. SCENE, Covem-Garden. 
| Enter Book wit and Latine. 


Book. HIS Roebuck has almoſt done my Buſineſs. — Rig- 
by's an honeſt Fellow, and wou'd not poiſon us. The 
Wine had good Humour, Mirth, and Joy in't. — My Blood beats 
_ rolick ; what ſays my dear Lacquie ? ha Wu 
| Why, Sir, Ifay, Sir, that I am in ſo noble, fo exalted a Con- 
dition, that I almoſt forget 1 am your Honour's Footman —— 

Book. Do but your Buſineſs well to Night 

Lat. Who ſays the Tongue ſtutters, Legs falter, and Eyes fail 
With Drink. — Tis falſe, my dear Maſter, my Tongue runs faſter 

than ever. — My Legs ſo brisk and nimble, that 1 can't{tand (til}, 
and my Eyes are better than ever they were; for I ſee every thing 
double. But the Letter, the Letter, I warrant I give it her. 

Book. Here, here, Fack,” take it. n. 

Lat. Let's come nearer the Lamp. —— This is the foul Copy 
of it that tis wrap'd in. Let me judge. ——tow I'll be 
ſedate. —— Let me read it again. ne. | 

Book. But you look curſedly Fuſter'd—They”l ſay you're drunk. 
Let's ſee, I muſt comb your Wig a little. 

Lt. I ſhall be kick d for this Letter here about the middle. — 
You ſhou'd not talk of Joys ſo ſoon. — You ſhou'd write miſera- 
ble a Fortnight, or three Weeks longer. — I ſhall be kick d. 

Book. What then, what then? A Man of your Philoſophy muſt 

, needs remember. — The Body's but the mere Organ of the Mind. 
Kicks come under the Topick of things without. —W hat ſhall I 


3 4A 


do for Powder for this ſmart Bob. [Combs out his own Wig into Lat. 


Lat. Tis no matter, Sir; Powder comes under the notion of 
things without. | 4 
Boot. Oh! but Ladies are no Philoſophers; but as to being 
dtrub'd (thele Stockins too) you muſt fix your Imagination upon 
ſiome other Object, and you may by force of Thought ſuſpend 

* | your 
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ER 
Li. No, Sir, I'll have you to know, II ſave wy Garcalh by 
mere dint of Eloquence. You have no other Orders? 
thy Lips — Bat if you can come into Varia, ſhewand the Wine 
© you've drank will inſpire you. Farewell. Exit. 
L. Tlus is the inchanted Caſtle which the Lady fair inha- 
bits. Ha ! Mir Sen, Sir, I am your moſt W 
My dear Friend | 
1102 is 2 Enter Simon. -- 
Sim. Your Servant, good dir, my Lady is with Madam Ve- 
ria at Cards, — She'll lie here to Night, —— But all's ruin d. 
They are both huge with your Maſter. But Lettice 


having taken a Fancy to you, Mr. Jos, ſpoke up rarely, that 


ſhe did indeed. © 
Lat. Can't one come to the 


of her ? 


body in whatever. I don't care for going up, becauſe (he'll 


ſee I have made a Cap of one ofthe fineſt Napkins, for which 
ſhe'!] make a plaguy Noiſe. m 


Anger. 
in. You are a little diſguis d in Drink tho, Mr. Job. 


But l han't ſeen you noe I. ink” (trait up. — Mrs. Lettice. 


is in the Anti-chamber. 
Lat. thank you, dear Friend. My Maſter bids me upon theſe 
Occaſions [ Gives him Money. 


Sim. I beg your Pardon, good Mr. 

Lat or 4m Iam n, good Mr, John, you, what do you 
mean, Mr. Smom? Come, come, Time's precious. 0 . 
your Lady's marry d ai theſe Vales will end 

Sim. Nay, I ſaid behind your Back, Mr. John, that youll: 
very well ſpoken. Well — Put up briskly; TII ſtan _ 


your Friend as much as one Servant can to another, 9 all 
Maſters and Miſtreſſes whatever. | 


Lu. Thanks, good Mr. Simon. 


7 a4 " on ® » vt 


V Iz 


A 
your feeling. — The Body is but the Inſtrument of the Mind-- 


Nay but may Perſuaſion, Grace, and Elocution hang on 


S. I was order'd to have a ſtric Eye to the Door, 8 


Lat. Nay, nay, you are exactly of my Mind, L love to o_ a 


LExeum. 
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SCENE „ans ent diftivers Lextice reading ly #fibell Candle 
* Two large ones by ny ſa 


2 70 'Tis a moſt (ad thing, one dare nor lights Javge Candle, 
=, except Company's coming in, — and I ſcarce can {& to read this | 
peitious Story. — Mell, in all theſe Diſtreſſes, and Misfortuncs, the © 
faithful Argalus, was renown'd all over the Plains of Aren Arca — 


Arcadia — for his loyal and true ¶ Feclion to bis oherming Paramour, 
Parthenia. 2 on his Heart for it, — there are no ſuch 


Suiterers now a _ — (Weeping. ] But ! hope they'll come 


together again at the end ot the And marry, and have 

ſeveral Children — Oh! Bleſs me! A Man here! [ Tarns over the 

Leafi.) The Gentleman's 8 Man — (Afade. 
ter Lattine. 


wonder by what means, with that Impudence, you yore 
offer to come up Stairs, at this time o'th Night — and Vier 
in the next Room — I proteſtEll cry out. Of «low 
Lit. Dear Mrs. Lettice, my Love to you. 
Lett. Hiſt-- hiſt ! I am methinks, however, loath to Hr 
you, becaule Servants muſt do as they're bid for I know it was 
not to ſee me but ſome Meſſage from your Maſter you came about. 
Lat. Loffer d to bring a Letter from him, in * to ſee you, m 
deareſt. I Il not give it at all. I don t care, my dea CU ber hand, 
Lett. Pho! pho! now you are rude, becauſe you know one 
dare not diſcover you. Youdo what you will. How he kiſ- 
ſes one's Hand. —I warrant he has kiſs d his. Betters. Pray, 
did you never live in a Lady's Service? 
1 Lat. No, nor do I value any of the Sex but your dear ſelf, 


Mrs. Lettice. I wou'd be difcover'd. LAldde. 
Im in a Rapture ! in a Flame 
Pen. within. Who's there? | [Voice within. 


Lett. Hiſt ! hiſt! cou'd you not have fore d a Kils quietly. — 
5 Madam Madam. Hold me faſt. She the Letter, my La- 
du's coming. ——I tell you, Sir, ſhe will receive no Meſlages at 
all. Get you down Stairs, 1 min, Hold me faſter 
= yet, ſhe Joves your Maſter. [ Sofily afde to Latin. 

1 Enter Penelope, victoria. 

1 Pen. What can this mean? — What Fellow's that has ſciz d 
1 pot the Weach 2 N Lett. Ma- 


* 


3 


funk again! With beightned Guſts, and quickning 
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Lett. Madam, Madam, here's Mr. Bookwit's Footman drunk, and 
has directly ſtole up Stairs with ſome ill Deſigny/1 fear, on me. 
But has a Letter from his Maſter to __ Ladyſbip. 

Pez. Call up the Servants; Simon, Wiltiew, Kate, Ale; Vl) 
have che Raſcal well baſted tor bis Inſolence. —Serv'd juſt as his 
Maſter deſerves 

"Lat. kneeling. Let not thoſe Lips more ſweet than Labour of 
Hyblzan — Sentence as if a Lybian Lioneſs on a Mountain 
gave thee ſuck, and thou wert the obdurate Offspring of a Rock. 

Vid. Hyblæan ! Lybian ! Obdurate ! Ridiculous. — The Fel- 
low has got his Maſter's cant; ha, ha, ha. 

Pex. II pat him out of it H warrant —— What will 
no one come up there? 

Enter Servants with Brooms, c. | 

Lt. Oh ! ! for the force of ce to allay and reconcile 
the Paſſions of this ang "gry Manſion. —— | had like to have ſaid 
plain Houfe, which been againſt the Laws of Gaby i 
which | wou'd at. preſent talk. | 

Pex. Did you ever hear any thing like this. Ha! ha 7 Fig 

Maid. Madam, ſhall I beat him? | 
Lat. Ab! culinary Fair, compole thy Rage; onen more 
skilful Hand is (till employ d in Offices — the Sup 
deſcend not from thy ſelf, thou bright 


— Thee TI 
Takſts, by 
what wou d be Labour elſe is made Delight, Thou great ery 
let not thy Hand all red aſſault a Life it rather ſhould preſerve.” 
Maid. Good Madam, excuſe me, a go” a him. — I have 
Bowels for him. | [ Weeping. 
Sim. I wiſh I had his Learning, I'll warrant he buys in every 
thing where ever he lives 


Lat. This, Madam, this faithful Paper tells you the Paſſions 


of the tendereſt Heart that ever bled tor crue! Maid. — Oh V+ 
Goria | Did you hut hear his Sighs, his Oy Hours! ber 
often he repeats ViForia ! + | * 
Lett. Vadoria ! Then I find this is none on vacations 
Nor to me neither. The Maſter and Man are both Raga 17 
Pen. Receive your ſeaſonable Epiſtle now at Midnight 
Vis. He can't mean me; 


of Nature, 


To you he all _ 8 addrefs'd. : 
Wau I cou read it without her. [Afde: 
G 2 - Pen. Ia Ke 


* 


+ 
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Per. To ew you I value neither br gor Bearer of it.— 
Kick the Fellow down. 1 
Lat. Nay, Madam, ſince matters fanſtcomero Enrremities, Id ra- 
ther have the Honour of your Ladyſhip's Command, to be cudgel d 
by your good Family, than have it trom my Maſter. A dilap- 
pointed Lover in his Rage will ſtrike Stone- walls, and things ina- 
nimate, much more a poor live Footman. Therefore [muſt deliver 
my Meſſage. I'll tead ĩt to you Ladies, for | ſee n 
Pen. Away with bim. 
Lat. If the Sincerity of my Intentions were not 
Lett. A _— 7 ' 
Lat. Demon le in ſpite * — | | 
Maid. 8 — 
Lat, Theſe Accidents in which I have bee involy'd, I fhould not 
dare 0 tell you how alternately Joys, Raptures, Extaſies, Miſe- 
riet, Doubts, and Anxieties — attaci 4 Breaſt devoted to you. © 
Whither ſhall injur'd Virtue fly for ſhelter, ' 
When Love and Honour ſuffer thus in me! 
Oh! I cou d tage, call Elements about me, ſpout Cataracts.— 


Muſt I be drub'd with Broom-ſtaves? [ Ex. Lat. &c. 


Pen. nn in, my dear, again.— The Nicht is cold. Een. 
Euter Lovemore, Frederick. 
18 It is ſo pleaſant a Night, chat 1 wil ſee you over the 
Garden to your Lodgings —— 
Fred. That Complement won't paſs upon me.— Your Reaſon 


for ſauntring this way is that tis near Penelope s. 


Lov. I come for her ſake! No, ſhou d ſhe write, beleech, kneel 


tome, I think I ne er ſhou'd value her more. No Il be no longer her 
| Tool, her Jeſt; ſheſhall not dally with a Paſſion ſhe deſerves not— 


Fred. Twere very well were this Reſolution in your Power; 
but believe me, Friend, one Smile, one Glance that were but doubt- 
ful, whether favourable, w wou'd conquer all your TI | 

L. Faith, I'm afraid what you lay is true. 

Fed. Then ſtrive notto be rationally mad, which you attempt, 
if youthink you can at once be at your own d at ano- 


ther's. — Wou d you be Maſter of your ſelf, and have a Miſtreſs ? 


.. Lov. Bat I can. rebel againſt that Miſtreſs. [2 
Fred. (> ky 3 Im ſure” tisin your Power, be- 


cauſe 
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cauſe tho' you know ſhe lies backwards, and you can't ſo much as 
ſee her Chamber-window, you muſt needs walk hither, — Well, © 
I proteſt I'm of your Mind; there is, methinks, now a particular 
amiable Gloom about that Houſe. Tho pokes to ordina- 

ry Beholders it is exactiy like the other. 
Eov. You are very witty, I mult confeſs, at your Friend ro 
lies, Mr. Frederick. 

"Fred. I won't then any longer di iturb your Medication but ben 
go home like a dull Rogue as I am, and without Love enough to 
any Woman, or Ha enough to any Man to keep me awake — 
Fall faſt aſleep. I was going to wiſh you Reſt, but you are 
above all that —lf it ſhou'd rain, I'd adviſa you not to _ 
it does, but go into the Piazne. (Eu 

Lov. Tis very well, Lam deſervedly laugh d at. But the Door 
opens. Bookwi's Footman | [Latin croſſes the Sage] The Ma- 
ſter I ſuppoſe is there too: Ill watch for his coming our. — The 
Morning approaches too (lowly. — He {ball nat tkep to Night, 


except it be for ever. — Oh Revenge! Oh 2 


Euer Bookwit with Bottle and Glaſs uin. 82 
Book. Since the poor Mar, 
That little litile n 
| 7 long it c — | - 
| For the fo future, — 11 
I ſpent with Remorſe and Deſpair. * I 

0 * ſuch a full Glaſer 1 
Let that of Life paſs, n 
4 of Trouble, | 1 


* 


Ni mails 
A orm tho age 
There's 10 Bliſs but forgetting your Core. 


I wonder what's become of — woes Twiſh he had a-Bam- 

per of this  [ Drinks. 
Love 1 have no Patience to — his inſolent E B _ 

—— —— Miſery has made him! Bootwit / 


WW, 


— What! Sir, are you diverting the Thought of e bor. 
row Mornings Buſineſs, with Midnight Riot? Or is it an lig. 
* be 


* 
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46 The Lying Lover, or, 
Bool. An Hour or two till Morning is not much in either 
of aur Lives. — Therefore I muſt tell you now, Sir, I am ready 
for your Meſlage. 
Lov. That — Light, and Stars are Witnefles of 
Bool. I want no Witneſſes. I have a Sword as you bid ma 


= "meet you. C10 draw and fight. 
1 Lov. You've done my Buſineſs. | l. 
Book. Then I've done what you deſir d me. But this is no 
Place for „ [ Exit. 

Emter Conſtable end Watchmen. 


Con . Where, where was this claſhing of Swords! fo ho! ſo ho! 
you Sir, What arg you dead, ſpeak, Friend, hat are you afraid 
of? If you ate dead the Law can't take hold of bu. 

Watch. I beg your Pardon, Mr. Conſtable, he ought by the Law to 
be carried to the Round Houſe for being dead atthigtime of Night, 

Canſt. Then away with him you three. And you, Gentle- 


. men, follow me, to out who kill'd hum. ue 
bo Euter Simon. 
_ 8. What's the matter, good Gentlemen, what's the matter > 


F , Oh me! Mr. Lovemore kill'd |! —— Oh me! 3 gives 
| me that it muſt be about our young Lady. 
Watch. Does it ſo, Sir, then you mult ſay. with us. 
[ Some hold vimon, whilſt others carty Lovemore off. 
A. I ſtay with you! Oh gemini! Indeed Iean' t. They 
t be without me at our Houſe, 
Patch. Bat they muſt, Friend. —— Harte. Friend, —1 hope 
you'll be hang d. [ Whiſpers bin. 
Sim. Thang'd ! pray, Sir, take care fy our wards. Madam Perc 
- Gope's, our young Lady' Servant hang d i take care what you ſay. 
Erter Latine. 
Lat. Whither can this Bookwit be gone? 
Sim. Oh! Mr. John, Mr. Lovemore is kill'd juſt-now, ſince you 
went out of our Houlc ; and you and you Maſter mult have an 
hand in't. We | 4 1-46) 
Lat. How | aa kill Te wen ib oh [They ſeize Latine. 
| Enter others with Bookwit. - 
1 P Book. Hands off, youttinty Midnight Raſcals.-Let me go. 
4 | Conſt... Sir, what were yen running ſo faſt for, — Theres aan 


bs rd! in the Garden, ans n a ha ä W 
—_ 
WS 4 . 
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ou — for good: honeſt People only beat one another —— 
J Lat. of open we ate all at fair way to be fine Gentle- 
mt Hake LORA foi | d 

Conſt. Hands off Raſcak. ic juſt now —— do you 
Mas feng rs is ? on * 8 

Book. The greateſt Man in the Pariſh, when all the reſt are al 

Conft. Come, come —1 find they are deſperate Fellows, we Il 
to the Juſtice, and commit em immediately. III teach Raſcals 
to ſpeak High-Treaſon againſt a Petty- ble [Exeumt. 

_ Emter Frederick, and Old Book wit. 

O. Book. You well may be ſurpriz'd at my waiting here for 
your coming home. But you'll pardon me, ſince it is to eaſe 
me of an Anxiety that keeps me waking, 

Fred. I ſhall be very glad if I am capable of doing that. 

O. Book. You knew my Tom at Oxford, —and | believe were not 
ſo hard a Student, but you made ſome Acquaintance in theTown.— 
Theretore, pray tell me do you know Mr. Newtown there > — 
lus Family, Deſcent, and Fortune? | 

Fred. What Newtown ? | = 

O. Book. I'll tell you, Sir, what you young Fellows take moſt 
notice of old ones for — a Token that you needs muſt know him 
by. — He is the Father of the fair Matilda, your celebrated Beau- 1 
ty of that Town, * 4 

Fred. 1 aſſure you, Sir, I never heard of the Father or Daughter, 
til this inſtaut, — therefore I'm confident there's no ſuch Beauty - 

O. Book, Oh Sir, I know your drift —— you're tender of in- 
forming me for my Son's ſake! He told me all himſelf —— 
know all the Progreſs of his Love with the young * 
How he was taken in the Night in her Bed - chamber by his 
Piſtol going of — «the Family diſturbance, that was rais d up- 
ont which he compos d by marrying —— 1 know it all—— 
&4. Is Tom Bookpwit then marrycd at Oxford ? 

O. Book, He is indeed, Sir, therefore our affairs are now fo 
link'd that 'twill be an ill Office both to the Newtowns, and to 
us, to conceal any thing from me, that relates to them. 

Fred. A Mancan't be ſaid to conceal what he does not know 
But it ſeems, it was Mr. Bookwit gave you this Account himſelf - | 

O. Book. Yes, Sir, I told you, Sir, 1 had it from himſeſt - | 
Fred. Then I'm ſure there was nothing left out, he never e Y 
2 Story by halves 3 5 O. Boots 4 1 

* | 
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ed) Conſcquences. 


O. Bock Why then rus frag > ou Lyar. 
Fred. Oh fie, 5 bur he enlivent a mere Narration with vari- 
ety of Accidents, — to be plain, bis Diſcourſe gains bim more ap- 
ſe than credlt. --- You cou d not, 1 believe, have Marryed 


or Son to a leſs expenſive Lady in England, than this Mrs, Me- 
tilda Ill be ſworn you'l avoid all the char 
Play, and ſtately Child-birth —— you unde 


We gay * high 
ri 
©. Bool. I never chu d ſee any thing in my Son, dere diſen- 


genuous to put his aged Father to this Shame. 


Fred. Never fret or grie ve for t. He told Love more this 
Morning, ſuch a Relation of his feaſting Ladies, and I know not 
what. That be has brought a tilt upon his Hands, to morrow 
Morning therefore keep him at home II to his Adverſary, 
ſo we'll convince 2 a Fault which has o ill (tho not intend- 


l bighly oblige we, Sir, 5 


O. Bool. * 
longer. "ER 


: G E N 2 Newgate, Bookwit, 2 Simon, Storm, with the 
- Crowd of Jayl-birds. + 


"ww. Lapprobend, Sir, by Mr. Turnkey, the Gentleman there 
with a broken Noſe, that you're brought in for Murther, ---I ho- 


© Nour you Sir.—I don't queſtion but 'twas done like a Gentleman---. 
geol. L hope it will appear ſo. 


Storm. I come, I fear Sir, to your Acquaintance with ſome 
prejudice, becauſe you ſee me thus in Irons, but Affliction i is 
— Portion of the Virtuous, and the Gallant 
Book. It does not depreſs, Sir, but manifeſt the Brave. 
Norm. Right, Sir, 1 find you'r Noble — you may perhaps 


have heard of me — my Name is Storw. — This Perſon myFriend 


who is call'd Faggot, and my ſelf being expos d by an ungrateful 


World, to foel its Cruelty, and Contempt of ragged Virtue — 
made War upon it — and in open Day, ifelted' ir High-road 
Book. Your humble Servant, Geatlemen—-I do conceive you 


your Spirits cou'd not ſtoop to Barter on the Change, to ſneer 


in Courts, to Lye, to Flatter, or to creep for Bread. You 


"= * 6 


8 
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therefore choſe rather to prey like Lyons, than betray like Cro- 
1 or fawn like Dogs —2 OV took upon you to 3 


f 
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the commetce ofa cheating World. —To unload the Uſerer of his 
Anxious Pelf —and fave the thonghtleſs landed Boy, hetravel'd 
to undoe — with thouſand ſuch good Actions, by which means 


you" two' are infamous, for what wo millions of you had * 5 


Glorious. 

Storm. Right, Sir, — I ſee you're knowing, Sir, and hated 
in Man. — This Gentleman, Mr. Charcole the Clynift Was our 
ſecret Correſpondent, and as we never robb'd a poor Man— ſo 
he never cheated a Fool, — Bur (till impos d on your molt ſprightly 
Wits and Genius Fellows of Fire, and Meral, whoſe quick 
Fancies, and eager Wiſhes, form d Reaſons for their undoing — 
He is a follower of the great Raimmndus Lullias;ʒ the publick think 
to frighten him into their own purpoſes. — But he'll leave 
the ungrateful World without the ſecret 

Char. You know, Sir, he that firſt aſſerted the Antipodes, dyed 


for that Knowledge ; and1, Sir, having found out the meliora- 


tion' of Metals, the ignorant will neets call it Cointng, ----and 
am to be hang d fort, wou d you think it? 

Book. When pray, Sir, are you to be immortal ?* - 

Char. On Friday next. Im very unhappy our Acquaintance 


is tobe ſhort. —{'m very ſorry your Blifinets is not over, Sir, that 


if it muſt be, we might go together. 
Book. I'm highly obliged to you, Sir. 


- Char. Yet let me tell you, Sir, becauſe by ſecret abe Fm | 


your muſt acquaint you, if you can obtain the favour of an op- 
portunity and a crucible—I can ſhew pro ction—directiy Sol, Sir, 
Sol, Sir, more bright than that high Luminary the Latines call'd 
ſo—Wealth ſhall be yours —WeWFturn each Bar about us into 
9 [ngots.—Sir, can you lend me halt a Crown? 

Book. Oh; Sir, a trifle between ſuch old ——_— 

Storm. You'll be Indited, Sir, to morrow 
you, when your Indiment's read —— to one thing, 


be a word of good, except rothar, and purzle the whole Court. 
Book. Sir; ö m obligd 
Storm. I defie the World to ſay, 1 ever did an ill thing.” 4 
love my Friendl.— 
Priſoners, they call Garniſh; we of the Road are above it, but 
0'r'other ſide of the Houle, dh Raſcals that came volunt ar 
H | bithet— 


*4.d 


[| wou'd adviſe 
That 
is ont cavil at falſe Latine; but if by chance, there ſnould 


but there is Aways ſome little triſſe given to 
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- bither. Such as are in for Fools, 
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r 
in being bound for othets, may perhaps want it: Ill be your 
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faithful Almouer, 


rx. Pray, Sir, is that your Footman ? 
ok, He. is my Friend, __ * Io 
Storm: Look you, Sir, the only time to make uſe of a Friend 


is in Extremity ; do you think you cou'd not hang him, and ſave 
your ſelf? Sir, my Service to you, your own Health. 


1ſt Priſ. Captain, your Health. {Gives it to the next Priſoner. 

24 Priſ. Captain, your Health. 

Storm. But perhaps the Captain likes Brandy better. — So ho! 
Brandy there. Drin. ] But you don't perhaps like theſe 
ſtrong Liquors. — Sider bo ! — Drink to him in it. — Gentlemen 
all, — But Captain, I ſee you dont love Sider neither. — You 
and 1 will be for Claret then. — Ay marry! I knew this wou'd 
pleaſe [ Drinks. you. [Drinks again.] F aith we'll make an end 


OA O, by all means, Sir, — [ Gaves bin "+ wh 


ont, Im glad you like it. 


Turn-key. Im ſorry, Captain Storm, to ſee you mpoſe upon a 


8 Gentleman, and pat him to Charge in bis Misfortune, — If a petty 


Larceny Fellow had done ghis —— But one of the Road 
Sor. I beg your Pardon, Sir, I don't queſtion but the Cap- 


tain underſtands there is a Fee to you for going to the Keeper's 
ide. [ Book and Latin gives bim Money. {Ex 
<% 4 following J] Nay, nay, you mult ſtay here. 


Exeunt Turnkey, Si- 


Sim, Why 1 am Simon, Madam Penelope's Man. 

Storm. Then Madam Penelapes Man mult ſtrip for Garniſh ; 
indeed, Maſter Simon, you muſt. 

Sim. Thieves Thieves ! Thieves | 

Storm. Thieves | Thieves! Why you ſenſeleſs Dog, do you 


bo ; * think there's Thieves in Newgate Away with him to the Tap- 


bouſe. [ Pu 


him off.] Well drink his Coat off. Come, my little 
Chymilt, xKou ſhalt tranſmute this Jacket into Liquor, Liquor that. 
will make us forget the cvil Day. — And while Day 1 Son, let 
us. be merry. * | 
For little Villains muſt ſubmit to Fate, 
N great oncs den joy the World in State. N Omer. 


. 5 T 


Te End of the Fourth AZ... ACT 
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ACT V. SCENE, Newgwe, *© 


SCENE opens, and diſcovers Bookwit on a Conch afleep, Latin 
looking on him. hy 
. H quietly he reſts! Oh that I could by watching S 
him, hanging thus over him, and feeling all his Care, 

protract his Sleep! . 
Oh ſleep! thou ſweeteſt Gift of Heav'n to Man, 
Still in thy downy Arms embrace my Friend, = 
Nor looſe him from his inexiſtent Trance 1 
To ſenſe ot Yelterday, and pain ot Being; | 
In thee Oppreſſors ſooth their angry Brow, 
In thee'th' oppreſs d forget tyrannick Pow'r, 
In thee —— | 
The Wretch condemn'd is equal to his Judge, . 131 
And the ſad Lover to his cruel Fair ; | 
Nay, all the ſhining Glories Men purſue, | 1 
When thou art wanted, are but empty Noiſe; 1 
Who then wou'd court the Pomp of guilty Power, 3M 
When the Mind ſickens at the weary Shew, 
And flies to temporary Death for Eaſe ; 
When half our Litc's Ceæſlation of our Being —— 
He wakes — 
How do I pity that returning Life, 
Which I cou'd hazard thouſand Lives to ſave | 

Book. How heavily dol awake this * Oh this ſenſclefs 
drinking! Toſuffer a whole Weeks Pain for an Hour's Jollicy, — 
Methinks my Senſes are burning round me, — I have — But in- 
terrupted Hints of the laſt Night. Ha! in a Gaol z Oh I 
remember, I remember : Oh Lovemere! Lovemore ! I remember— 

Lat. You muſt ha ve Patience, and bear it like a Man. 

Books Oh! whither ſhall I run, tavoid my ſelf? 
Why all cheſe Bars? Theſe bolted Iron Gates? 
They're needleſs to ſecure me. Here, here's my Rack, 
My Gaol, my Torture | 
Oh! I can't bear it. cannot bear the ruſhing 
Of new Thoughts, 


Fangy expands my Senſes to Diſtraction, 


2 ect! 


 - know what to lay. 


4 Oh Lovemore ! Lene Where is he now ? 


A 


52 
From thy Eyes, I cannot bear their Pity or Reproach 


Not in the Po ver of Accident or Chance — 
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And my Soul ſtretches to that boundleſs Space, | 
To which le {cnt my wretched, wreiched Friend. 
Oh! Latine ! Latine ! Is all our Mirth and Humour 
Come to this? 

Give me thy Boſom, cloſe in thy Boſome hide me, 


Lat. Dear Bookwit, how heartily 1 love you. — 
But pray have Patience. 
Book. If you can't bear my Pain, that's but communicated by 


your Pity, — How-ſhall I my proper inborn Woe, my wounded 
Mind ? 


Lat. In all Aſlaults of Fortune that ſhou'd be ſerene, 


don't 


Book. Words! Words! all that is but mere Talk; 
Perhaps indeed to undeſerv'd Affliction 
Reaſon and Argument may give Relief, 
Or in the known Viciſſitudes of Life, 


We may feel Comfort by our Self- perſuaſion. 


But oh ! there is no talking away Guile ! 
This divine Particle will ake for ever, 
There is no help but whence I dare not ask; 
When this material Organ's indiſpos'd, 
Juleps can cool, and Anodines give reſt, 
But nothing mix with this celeſtial Drop, 


But Dew from that high Heav'n of which tis part. 


Lat. May that high Heav'n compofe your Mind 
And reconcile you to your ſelf. * 

Book, How can 1 hope it ! r 
No— I muſt deſcend from Man ate TARA Fd x On 
Grovel on Earth, nor dare look up again! | 


* 


Oh! thinking, thinking, why didſt thou not come ſooner, 

Or not now ! 6 

My Thoughts do ſo confuſe me now, — as my Folly 400 plea- 
ſures did before this fatal Accident, — that I cannot recollect 


- whence Love more was provok'd to challenge me. 


Lat. You know, dear Bookwit, I feard ſome Ill from a care- 
teſs way of talking —— But, alas! I dreamt not of ſo great — 


* Ay there it Was. —— He was naturally a little jealous! 
"8 Hcav ns 
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Heav'nsdolT fay he was ll talk d to him of Ladies, Treats; und he 
might poſſibly believe twas where he had engag d. I temember 
his ſerious Behaviour og that Subjet. —-— Oh umu 
Tongue of mine | 


Thoũ lawleſs voluble deſtroy 


Foe 
That ftill run'ſt on, nor waiteſt Command of Reafan : 


Oh! I cou'd tear thee from me —— 


Lat. Did you not expoſtulate before the Action? 

Book. He wou'd have don't; but I, fluſh'd with the Thoughts 
of Ducting —— preſs d on 
Thus tor the empty Praiſe of Fools, I'm tolidly unhappy. 

Lat. You take it too deeply. — Your Honour was concern d. 
Book. Honour! the horrid Application of that ſacred Word, 
to a Revenge gainſt Friendſhip, Law and Reaſon, is a damu d 
laſt ſhift of the damn d envious Foe of Human Race. The 
routed Fiend projected this bur ſince th' expanſive 3 Law 

from Heav'n came down. Forgive. 
Enter Turn-key. 

Turn. Gentlemen, I come to tell you that you have the Feveur 
to be carried in Chairs to ren Rr ay to which you muſt 


80 immediately. 1 4 
Lat. We are ready, Sir. 


Book. How (hall I bear the Eye. bot of the Crowd in Court ? 
[ Exennt. 


SCEN E, Erederick's Ledgings. PEP hn. 

ü Piver Loveinore in a it 5 Gown; and. Frederick. 

Lov. Mankind is infinitely beholden to this noble Stiptick, that 
con'd produce ſuch wonderful Effects fo ſuddenly : But tho my 
TE” was very flight, Im weak by the Effulion of ſo mop 
Blood —— F 

Fred, Yet after all” you have not loſt enough to cool 25 
Paſſion. Your Heart (till beats Penelope. Penelope. — But in this 
Diſguiſe you have Opportunity for Obſervation; you'll ſe he- 
ther you ought (till to value her or not: I'm glad you thought 
of being brought hither as ſoon as you came to your. lelt 1 
expetx ald .de * Moment here. 0b 1 2 
| $104 n Eoten Ola Bookwit.. ene Lab . 
0. Book, Oh? 

| * 


Pg 


Eo & 


1 - my” ba ou , Fs * * * : 
, SLE.” ' 3 
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O. Bool. Oh! At. Sederih—Too by, 10 ate warour Care, 
They met laſt — he, and then the tatal Act was done. — Lou, 


excule, Sir, [Father's Sorrow. - cant n but you may 


gueſs what! 22 from you. 


rd. You may depend upon 9 Uſage. in the Ptoſe- 
cution ; m going inſtantly to Penelope s with this learned Gen- 


tleman, to know what ſhe can ſay to this matter. — 1 deſir d you 
in the Note I ſent you to purchaſe the Favour of your Son's be- 
ing brought thither, where he and you may be Witneſſes of what 
{hall paſs. [ ſeek not bis Blood, nor wou d neglect a Juſtice 
to my e Friend. | 
O. Book. I believe my Son and the reſt are going thither e er 


this; and I deſire this worthy Serjeant's Favour and Advice, — 


ſince we both mean the ſame thing, only to act with Honour, it 
his Lite may be ſavd —— 

Lat. I'll do what's juſt to the Deceas'd and the Survivour. 

O. Book. I'll leave you, but will take care to come in juſt afore 
the Criminals arrive — _ [ Exit. 

| Tov. The poor old Gentleman. — Prithee let's go, I long 

to ſee my lovely Torment Penelope. 

hed I'll but leave word within, | [Exennt. 


SCENE, Penelope's Lodgings. 


Enter Penclope and Victoria. 


Per. It ſeems Simon lay out all Night, and was carried away 
by the Watch with ſome Gentlemen in a Quarrel. © 

Vid. 1 fancy the Men who are always for ſhewing their Va- 
lour, are like the Women who are always talking of their — 
ſtity, becauſe they're conſcious of their defect int. 

Pen. Right, for we are not apt to raiſe Arguments, but 
about what we think is diſputable 

Vicl. Ay, ay, they whole Honour is a ſore part, are more fear- 


| fil of being touch'd, than they in whom tis only a tender one. 


But tell me — Penelope, ſhou d poor Love more be in this 
Rencounter, and that for your ſake, wou'd it have no effect 
upon you in his Favour?ꝰ 

Pex. I don't know how to anbwer peu; bur 1 find ſomething 
in that Reflexion, which us me tis very hard for ne to 
es, ones own Heart. [S's ds, | — N. How- 


bd . 
A - — = 
a - 
8 , ,k 
U 


f 


well $ it can. — Do's it love me as well as ever it did??? 

Pes. Do's not, Madam, that queſtion proceed-from a change 
ia your own? 

id. It does, Penelope, Ion it does. -I had a long conflict 
with my ſelf on my Pillow, laſt Night. | 

Pen, What were your thoughts tere? 

Vid. That Low'd it to our Friendſhip to acknowledge to you, 
that all the Pleaſure I once bad in you, is vaniſhed. — Ah Pe- 
yy I'm ſorry for every good Quality you have 

en, Since you are ſo frank, I muſt conteſs to you e- 
thing very like this. But however I envy d that ſprighuly in- 
genuous native Beauty of yours; 4 fee it now lo much 41 
ot your Mind, that 1 can conquer, I think I can, any Acta 


in my ſelf that oppoſes the happineſs of fo ſincere a Friend — 


Vid. Explain your ſelf, my Dear. 
Pew. I'll diſcountenance this Bookwit's ambiguous. Addreſſes.— 


And if Lovemore can forgive my late ill uſage. I necd ſay 


no ** 1 
Enter n 
Serv. Mr. Frederick below dehres to ſce you on ſome extra- 
ordinary Buſineſs. 


Vid. I have not time, my dearedl Friend, to applaud or thank 


you—— but muſt run in. [ Exit. ] He comes from Lobe more. 
remember. 
Per. Let him come up. —— Now can't 1 for my Life forbear 
a little Tyranny. 
Euter Fred. and Lovemote. ö 
Good morrow, Sir, I believe I-kgow your rand thi egrvs 
eftcious for your Friend. But I am deaf... 


Fred. 1 know you are, and have been, but 1 come only to. 


do bim a laſt office. He Il trouble you no more, but I muſt 
conjure you to read this, and iuform this learned Gentleman 
what you know of this Misfortune. 


Pen. reading. Teur crueliy promoi d me! to deifrre the fiwour of 


dying by Mr Bookwit's hand, ſince he had takin pum ut wore 
* Life, in robbing me of you . farewell for ever ==> I 
dired Frederick, nat 10 give you this, till I am no mort. 
rit in his —— JUEG am no more! Lovewore, 


Na 
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Vie. However, r ls 
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No more i. Thou ſhalt not be no more. Thou 
ſhalt Hue here ſor ever Here, ' thou deareſt Paper, mingle with 
my Lites Stredur: Eitber the Paper bleeds anew, or my Eyes 
weep Blood. So let 'em do for ever. Oh, my 
Lovemore ! Did the Vanity of a prating Boy baniſh thy folid 
Services and manly Love ? 

Fred. This is no Reparation to him for bis loſt Life, -nor 

me for my loſt Friend. Yet when you pleaſe to receive * em, 

10 am oblig d to deliver you ſome Papers, wherein he has given 
you all the Fortune he cou d beſtow; nor wou d revoke it, ev n 
thus injur d as he was eee e 

Pen. Curſe on alt Wealth and Foleme! he, he is gone who 
-ouly deferv\'all, and whoſe Worth I know too late. 

7 5 Oh Extaſie! why was Tangry at her rejoicing in my Sor- 
row, when hers to me is ſuch a perfect Bliſs 2 Tis barbarous, 
not diſcover my {elf ! I Fred. 
Fred. wh and beus'd bajburonſly — Madam, you muſt 
be oompos d; your Life for ought i know's at ſtake, tor there 
is no feb cb og a Acceſſaries in Murder; and it can be prov'd, 
you knew of more's threatning to fight Bookwit. You 
_ either take your Trial your ſelf, or be Mr. Bookwit's Wit- 

neſs 
5 Pex. I his Witneſs ! — No, — I'll (wear any ching to hang 
im 
Fred. Ah Madam, you 9 conſider your ſelf however, — 
Pray, Sig, read her Indictment to her. 
Lv. Readin Too on the ſaid third Day of April, the ſaid 
Penelope, of the Pariſh of St. Martin's in The Fields, Spinſter, 

without Fear befure her Eyes, but by the gas of the Devil, * 
through an evil Pride of Heart, 105 

Pen. Tis too true Wee 
- Lov. Did contrive , abett, and conſent to' th Dea, of * 
8 Eſquire, of the Are of Iwenty eight Years, or _ 

out s 
*- Fred. I can't hear the mention of him wkhour Tears.” He 
was the ſincereſt Friend. 

Lov. I think I have ſeen him. 3 Tre Wann 
as Man of Honeſty, but of ſomething a difagreeable Make. 
. Oh! Sir, you never ſaw him if- ybüu think d.. 
; His 
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His Perſon was as free as his Mind was honeſt, nor had he Im- 
perfection but his Love of me. [Weeps 
Lov. I tremble, I ſhall diſoblige her too much. [To Fred. 
Fred. You ant diſcover your ſelt, you ſhall go throngh her 
Soul, now tis mov d on our fide. —— Win her now, or ſee 
my Face no more. I'll not have my Wine ſtpoil'd every 
Night, with your Recitals ot Love and asking Advice, tho 
you never mean to take it, like a true Lover. 
8 cu When did that beſt of Men expire, good Mr. Frede- 
rick f 
Fred. This Morning: But ſhou'd I ſpeak the manner. With 
a faint dying Voice he call'd me to him. — I went in Ten- 
derneſs to take my long Farewel. -—— He in a laſt Effort of 
Nature preſt me to his breaſt, 
And with the {otteſt Accent f igh'd in Death, Brrelope. 
Per. Oh the too generons Man! Ungratetul 1! Curſes on him 


# 


firſt tiatter'd with his Tongue, on her that firit diilembled in 


her Silence —— 
What Miſeries have they entail'd on Life 
To bring in Fraud, and Dithdence in Love! 8 
Simplicity's the Dreſs of l,onelt Paſlion, 
Then why our Arts, why to a Man enamour'd, 
That at her Feet effuſes all his Soul, 
Mult Woman cold appear, falſe to her ſelf and him? 
Fred. Do you ce there! You'd have ſpoke before ſhe 
conſider d that ——— Aide to Lov. 
Pen. Oh ! cou'd I ſee him now to preſs his liv'd Lips, 
And call him back to Lite with my Complaints, 
His Eyes wou' glare upon my Guilt with Horrour, 
That us'd to glote and melt in Love before me — 
Let mine for ever then be ſhut to Joy, 
To all that's bright, and valuable in Man ! 
I'll to his ſacred Aſhes be a Wife, 
And to is Memory devote my Life. [ Exit, 
Lov. This is worth dying for indeed. I'll follow her. 
Fred. No you ſhan't; let hor go. in. — throw her felt upon 
her Bed, and hug, and call her Pil o Lovemore. Tis but what 
you've done a thouſand times for her. 
Lov. That's true too. 


1 Fred. Let 
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Fred. Let her contemplate on the Miſchief of her Vanity, 
She ſhall lament till her Glaſs is of our fide —— 
Till irs pretty Nies be all blubber'd, its Heart muſt heave and 
pant with perfect Anguilh before twill feel the Sorrow of ano- 
ther's ; don't you know Pride, Scorn, Affectation, and a whole 
Train of ls muſt be ſob'd n before a great — s mortifyd 


to purpoſe. 

_ Euer Servant. 

5 Serv. Old Mr. Bookwit enquires for you here, Mr. Frederick. 
2 Fred. Pray let him come up. 
Euter Old Bookwit. 

Lov. What's the matter? you ſeem more epa Fu 
you were at Mr. Frederick's | ſomething (till new? 

O. Book. 1 ſaw the Boy a coming in a Chair, he looks fo 
languid and diſtreſsd, poor Lad: He has all his Mother's 
Sottneſs, by nature of the ſweeteſt Diſpoſition Oh! 
Gentlemen ! you know not what it is to be a Father. 
To ſee my only Child in that Condition, — My Grief 
- quickned at the ſight of him; L thought I could have Patience 


till I ſaw him. 
Enter Servant. 
Serv. There are two or three in Chairs defire Admittance by 
Appointment 
O. Book. Tis right, Sir: 
= Enter Bookwit, Latine, and Gaoler. 
ü Oh, my dear Child, oh Tom! are all thy aged Father's Ho 7 — 
S then come to this, that he can't ſee thee, Bis only Son, 
guarded by a Gaoler? Thy Mother's happy that liv'd 
not to ſee this Day. Is all the Nurture that ſhe gave 
thy Infancy. The Erudition ſhe bequeath'd thy Youth, 
thus anſwer's ? Oh, my Son! my Son! riſe and ſupport 
thy Father! I ſink with Tendernels, my Child, come to my Arms 
EF while thou art mine. 
| Y. Book. Oh beſt of Fathers ! 
be me not fee your Tears, don't double my Afﬀlictions by your 
oe 
| There's Conſolation when a Friend laments us, but 
When a Parent grieves, the Anguiſh is too native, 
Too. much our own to be called Pity. | 441 0 
= > Oh 
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Oh! Sir, conſider, I was born to die. | 
'Tis but expanding Thought, and Lite is nothing ; 

Ages and Generations paſs away, 

And with reſiſtleſs Force like Waves, o'er Waves, 

Roul down the irrevocable Stream of Time. 

Into the inſatiate Ocean tor ever Thus we are gone. 


But the erroneous Senſe of Man — tis the lamented that's at 

reſt, but the Survivour mourns & 

All my ſorrows vaniſh with that Thought, _ 

But Heav'n grant my aged Father Patience. | 
O. Book. Oh Child ? [Turning away. 


. Book. Do not torment your ſelf, you ſhall promite not to 
Ieve - | 
What if they do upbraid you with my Death - 
Conſider, Sir, in Death that our Relation ceaſes. 
Nor, (hall I want your Care, or know your Griet. 
It matters not whether by Law, or Nature tis 1 dye. 
What, won't my Father hear me plead to him? 
Don't turn from me —— 
Yet don't look at me, with your Soul ſo full. 
O. Book. Oh my Child, my Child ! ——1 cou'd hear thee ever. 
"Twas that I lov'd thee, that I turn'd away, 
To hear my Son perſuade me to reſigu him. 
1 can'r, 1 cah't.. The Grief is inſupportable. bi 
Y. Book. You make a Coward of me with your Anguiſh, - 
I grow an Infant, ſcarce can weep with Silence, 1 
Let me keep ſome decency in my Diſtreſs. 
O. Book. If we might be apart —— [Looking at the Company. 
But that's too much to hope. 
Goa. No, no, we'll leave you to your ſelves. [ Excunt. 
O. Book. I have too much upon me, Child, to (peak. * 
And indeed, have nothing to ſay, but to feed my Eyes upon 
thee, c'er we part for ever, if tears would let me. When 
you have ſlept in your Cradle, I have wak'd for you. and 
was it to this end —— Oh Chill! you've broke your Father's 


. 


Heart. [ Swoons. 
I. Book. Good Heaven forbid it guard him and pro- 
tect him. | 
He faints, he's cold, he's gone. [Running to hims. 


I 2 He's 


. 
Y 5 * 
— - 
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He's gone, and with his laſt Breath call'd me Parricide, you've 
broke your Father's Heart! Oh killing Sound! 

I'm all Contagion, to pitty me is Death. 

My Griefs to all are mortal but my ſelf, 

You've broke your Father's Heart! If [ did fo, 
Why thus ſerene in Death, thou ſmiling Clay, 
Why that calm Aſpect to thy Murderer ? 

Oh big unyquerable Grief merciful Hea vn, 
I don't deſerve this caſe of Tears to melt, 

With Penitence — Oh ſweet, ſweet Remorfe, 
Now all my Powers give way, 

To my jult ſorrow, tor the beſt of Fathers. [ Aloud. 
Thou venerable Foyotain of my Life, 

Why don't I alſo die deriv'd from thee ? 

Sure you are not gone -s the way out of Life, thus eaſy, 


which you ſo much fear'd in me. 
[Takes him 9 5 the Hand. 


Why ſtay I after? But I deſerve to ſtay, 

To fecl the quick remembrance of my Follies, 

Yet if my Sighs, my Tears, my Anguiſh can atone | 
Re-enter Frederick, Lov. Lattine, 1 ylor, Victoria, Penelope. 

Fred. What is the matter? What? 

Y. Book. Behold this ſight, I ain the guilty Wretch 

Fred. Keep aſide a little, Sir, he only ſwoons I hope, I think 
10 breaths, yes he returns you muſt compoſe your 
lt. 

Lat. Poor Bookwit, how utterly he ems diſtreſs d. 

O. Book. I will be calm 29 to Heaven, and hear 
you patiently, 

Fred. You, Sir, his Favourite Servant, ſpeak honeſtly 
the truth of what you know, to this — Gentleman; 
who is Council in this caſe. | | 

V. Book, Sir, he is not 7 

Love. Pray Sir, give the Servant leave ſirſt. 

Lat. Know then, Lam not what I ſeem, but a Gentleman of 
a plentiful Fortune, I am thus dreſs d to carry on ſuch gay purſuits 
a8 ſhould offer in this Town. Not to detain you, Mr. 
Bookwit ot me late laſt Night, with a Letter to one of theſe 
Ladies coming from thence; a8 N L ſaw — 
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in the Garden, he ſtop d me, and after ſome Queſtions concern- 
ing my Mellage to this Houſe, to which he did not like my 
anſwers, he (truck me, we fought I left him dead upon 
the Spot, of which this Gentleman. is guiltleſs 

O. Book. How! was it you then that kill'd Mr. Lovemore ? 
Eat. Twas this unhappy Hand gave him his Death, but ſo- 
provok'd | 
V. Book. Who cou'd believe that any pleaſing Paſſion 
Cou'd touch a Breaſt loaded with Guilt like mine : 
But all my Mind is ſeiz d with Admiration 
Of thy ſtupendious Friendſhip. What then — 
Cou'd'(t thou hold thy innocent Hand up at a Bar + 
With Felons, to ſave thy Friend ? 
How ſhall I chide, or praife thy brave Impoſture ? 
Ahl Sir! believe bim not. — He cannot bear the Loſs of 
me whom he oer values, therefore with higheſt Gallantry 
he offers a Benche which 'twere the meaneſt Baſeneſs to re- 
ceive, be | 
But Death's more welcome than a Life ſo purchas d. 
Lat. We all know you can talk, and guild things as you pleaſe, 
But the Lady's Servant knows I was taken near the Body when 


you 
Book. Sir, do but hear me —— [ Puſbing away Lat. 
Lat. I'll eaſily convince you. [ Puſhing away Book. 


Book. Pray mind him not, his Brain is touch'd —— 
Lat. I am the Man, he was not near the Place —— 
Lov. I can hold out no longer. — Lovemore ſtill lives Cadore 
your noble Friendſhip, and begs a Share in't. Be not amaz'd ! 
but let me graſp you both, who in an Age degenerate as this, 
have ſuch tranſcendent Virtue 
Book. Oh Lovemore ! Lovemore ! How ſhall I ſpeak my Joy at 
thy Recovery Ms 
I tail beneath the too extatick Pleaſure 
What help has Human Nature from its Sorrows 
When our Relief it ſelf is ſuch a Burthen. . 
O. Book. Oh, the beſt Burthen upon Farth! I beg your 


Pardon, Sir. —— I never was ſo taken with a Man in my 
Life at firſt Sight | Kifſes Lov.] Let me be known to you 
too. To Lat. 


„Sir, 0 


a The Lying Lover, or, 
F Lat. Sir, you do me Honour —— | O 417 . 
O. Book. But you, Ladies, are the firſt Cauſe of the many Er- 
rors we have been in, and you only can extricate us with Sa- 
tisfaction. Such is the Force of Beauty. The Wounds 
the Sword gave this Gentleman were flight, but you've tranſ- 
fix d a Vital and a noble part, his Heart. Had I known 
his Pretences, I had not interpos d for my Son - 
Fred. Come, Madam. no more of the Cruel. Go on 
Le more; o my Conſcience the Man's afraid ; tis Impudence 
to be alive again. You ſee him now, Madam, now you 
may preſs his liv'd Lips, And call him back to Life with your 
Complaints. | | 41 
Lo. I ſtand, methinks, upon the Brink of Fate 
In an ambiguous Interval of Lite, and doubt t accept of being, 
till you ſmile. In every human Incident beſides, 
IJ am ſuperiour, and can chuſe or leave, 
But in minuteſt things that touch my Love, 
My Boſom's ſcjz'd with Anguiſh, or with Tranſport, 
Pen. You've thewn your Paſſion to me with ſuch Honour, 
that it l am contusd, 1 know I ſhould not be, to ſay I ap- 
prove it. For I know no Rules ſhou'd make me inſen- 
lible of generous Ulſage. My Perſon and my Mind are 
yours for ever. | | 
L. Then Doubts, and fears, and anxious Cares be gone, 
All ye black Thoughts that did corrode my Breaſt, 
Here enter Faith, and Confidence, and Love ! 
Love that can't live with Jealouſie, but dwells 
With facred Marriage, Truth, and mutual Honour; 
I knew not where you wou'd beſtow your Vows, 
But never doubted of your Faith when given. | 
| [ Kiſſing her Hand. 
O. Book. Youſce, my Son, how Conſtancy's rewarded. 
Lou have from Nature every Quality, 
To make you well become what Fortune gave you; 
But neither Wir, or Beauty, Wealth or Courage, 
Implicitly deſerve the World's Eſteem, 11 
They're only in their Application, Goods 
How cou'd you fight a Man yon knew not why, 
You don't think that 'tis great, merely to dare? * 
2 | | 'Tis 


* 


The Ladies Friendſhip. 63 
Tis that a Man is juſt he ſhou'd be bold. 
Indeed you've err'd. 
Lat. You give my Friend, methinks, too much Compunction 
for a little Levity in his Actions, When he is too levere , 
ins oM eflections on em. 
Pen. Well, ViForia, you ſee I take your Advice at laſt in 
Choice of Lovemore. 
Vie. I congratulate your miſſing of the other. 9 
Per. I heartily believe you, my dear Friend. 
O. Book. But we beſt guide our Actions by hopes of Reward. 
-  - Cou'd but my Son have ſuch a glorious Proſpect as this Fair one. 
; [To Victoria.] I doubt not but his future Carriage wou'd de- 
lerve her. * 
Vid. I believe I may ſafely promiſe to approve of all the truth 
he tells me. | 
v. Book. You've promis d then to like all I ſhall ſay. * 
O. Book. Theſe unexpected good Events deſerve our Celebra- 
tion with ſome Mirth and Fiddles. | 
Fred. I foreſaw this happy Turn, therefore have prepar d 
em. Call in the Dancers. 
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By Mr. LEVERIDGE. 


* As 
5 HE rolling Years the Joys reſtore, 

I Which happy hap Bricatn knew, 

When in a Female Age before ff 


Beauty the Sword of Ju 
0 


Mupbe, and Faunt, and Rural Powers 

O chriſtal Floods, and ſhady Bomer- 
No more ſhall here preſide : * 3 pps 
The flowing Wave, and living Green 


Owe only to their preſent Queen | 1 | 
Their Safety and their Pride. = 
Y a 3. 


United Air, and Pleaſures bri 
O tender Note, and tune Sring 
UI your Arts devoted are 
To move the Innocent and Fair 
While they receive the pleaſing Wound, . 
Eccho repeats the dying 


Y. Book. Since ſuch deſerv'd Misfortunes they muſt ſhare 
| who with gay Falſhoods entertain the Fair: | 
Let all with this juſt Maxim guide their Youth, 

There is no Gallantry in Love but Truth. [Exenut. 
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